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At last, after leading his pursuers a lively chase, he suddenly turned and darted for the door of
the :Stock Ex:chan:ge. "Stop him.! Stop that boy!" roared the two brokers
as Jack ttossed the sidewalk, dodging a score of pedestrians.
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BEATIN6 THE BROKERS;
OR,

THE BOY WHO "COULDN'T BE DONE".
By A SELF-MADE rlAN.

CHAPTER I.
THE KIND OF A BOY JACK WARNER WAS.

" Can't you see where you're running, boy? What do
you mean by butting into me like a young cyclone?"
Broker Nelson Bunner was just in the act of leaving
the Manhattan National Bank when he came into collision
with a bright and particularly active messenger boy of sixteen, named Jack Warner, who at that moment darted in
through the half closed door, for the clock was on the
. troke of three, and the porter, who was always very prompt,
was closing the outer portal.
.
"I beg your pardon, sir," exclaimed Jack, chasing and
recovering the broker's silk 'hat, which had gone skating
over toward the paying teller's window. "Here you are,
sir. It isn't hurt a bit."
He politely handed Mr. Bunner his hat.
"Don't you know any better than to rush into a building in that crazy fashion?" growled the broker, taking his
headgear and adjusting it ·carefully at its customary angle.
"Yes, sir ; but it's just three o'clock, and I didn't want
to be shut out," repliM the boy, cheerful1y. "Mr. Newell
thought I couldn't make it, but I was sure that I -could,
and I did," he concluded, triumphantly.

"I see you did, and I am the sufferer by it."
"I am very sorry that I ran into you, sir ; but I didn't
see you in time to avoid hitting you," replied Jack, a.pologetically.
"So you're Newell's messenger, are you? I thought I
knew your face."
"Yes, sir."
"It's a wonder Newell or hi'> cashier wouldn't send you
to the bank in ample time, so that you wouldn't need to
fly like a winged Mercury in order to get here before the
porter closed the outer door."
"This is the first time such a thing happened, sir. The
clock in the office was a bit slow, I believe."
"If thi s thing happens again, I'll sue Newell for damages," grunted Mr. Bunner, turning away and letting himself out of the building.
Jack grinned, and walked over to take his place in the
line that led up to the window of the receiving teller.
There was a boy ahead of him of about his own age.
He had seen the incident just recorded, and was snickering over it.
"What are you laughing at, Sam Holland?" asked Jack,
recognizing him.
" I was laughing at the way you bumped into Broker
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Bunner just now. You came through that door like an
animated cannon ball. What were you trying to do, anyway?"
"Trying to get in."
"Well, you got i.t;t all right, I'll swear to that."
"Bet your life I got in," replied Jack, with a satisfied
grin. "Mr. Newell bet me half a dollar I couldn't make
the bank. I took him up, and here I am."
"You only made it by the skin.of your teeth. You hadn't
a second to lose."
"What's. the difference, so long as I did it? I'm fifty
cents to the good."
"When did you leave your office?"
"Two minutes of three by Mr. Newell's watch."
"You must have skated down here like as if you were
sliding for second base. It's a wonder the people on the
street didn't take you for an escaped lunatic."
"I don't care what they took me for. I simply made
up my mind to get our daily deposit in here, or break a
leg:"
"You neaTly broke Bunner's leg. l£ you'd hurt him
there would have been something doing all right. I wouldn't
have taken the chances you did for a whole dollar."
"If you don't take some chances in this world ·you'll
never get ahead."
· "That's right, too," admitted Sam. "But luck often
·goes the other way. I tc;ok chances the other day on five
shares of P. & M. preferred."
"Well," asked Jack, with a look of interest, "didn't it
turn out right?"
"No, it didn't. I'm out and injured $8."
"I'm afraid you're too reckless with your investments.
Why don't you do as I do? Study the market carefully
right along, and then when you think you see your chance,
go in and win."
"Why, do you win all the time?"
"No. I wish I did. But I'm several hundred dollars
ahead of the game just the same."
"Several hundred dollars!" exclaimed Sam Holland,
opening his eyes.
"That's what I saicl," nodded Jack, complacently.
"It isn't so many moons ago that you were telling me
that you ·hadn't saved up $25 yet."
"That was six months ago, if anybody should ask you."
"And you've made several hundred dollars since then?"
"I have."
"In stocks?"
"Exactly-in stocks."
"How did you ever do it?" asked Sam, in astonishment.
"B:v m~ing my head."
"Going to be a broker some day?" grinned Holland.
"Perhaps."
"I'd like to be your partner."
"You'll need money if you're going in with me."
"How much?" snickered Sam.
"Fifty to one h11ndred thousand," replied Jack, coolly.

"Suffering snakes I Do you ever expect to be worth
$100,00 ?"
"Why not?"
"That's a fierce lot of money."
"Not these days. L>ok at Mr. Rockefeller. They Bay
his annual income is over $40,000,000, and he isn't working very hard these days."
"Oh, he's an exception."
"Oh, there are a lot of people right here in this city
who make one million and upward a year clean profit."
"What's that got to do with you ?Y
"Well, a good many of them weren't worth as much as
I am at my age."
"And do you expect to, equal them?"
"No. But I expect to have my share of the good things
of life just the same. The chance to make a fortune is
open to · every American boy if he isn't a ·stroke of the
clock boy."
1/
"What do you mean by that?"
"Ob, I mean one of those chaps who is afraid his boss
will get one or two minutes more of his time than he pays
for. There's a clerk in our office that answers to that description. E1ery morning he's promptly on time to the
second. In the afternoon, at exactly the moment his labors
are supposed to end, he puts on his hat and disappears.
He does his work all right. I haven't heard anyone, even
the old man, find any fault with him. Just the same, I'm
ready to bet a dollar to a doughnut that he'll be a clerk all
his life."
"How can you tell that?" asked Sam, as he shoved his
bank hook in at the receiving teller's window.
"Because, though he's been with us two years, he doesn't
know, doesn't care to know, and hasn't made an effort to
know, anything about the business outside of the work laid
out for him to do.
doesn't show any personal interest
in Newell's business out5ide the work for which he is
engaged and paid."
"I suppose you'd want to run the office, if you got the
chan~e," snickered Sam.
":No, I wouldn't," replied Jack, promptly. "But I do
bel ieve in making myself as l1seful as possible at the office.
A follow has a lot of opportunities to show how he's built,
and if he does the Tight thing it counts in his favor every
time."
Jack now handed in his book and Sam waited for him.
Jn a minute or two the entry was made, and the book
back again in his possessfon.
•
Then the two boys left the bank together.
They worked in broker's offices within a few doors of
each other, lived in the same block in one of the crooked
streets of o]d Greenwich Village, in the heart of the lower
west side of the big city of New York, and were staunch
friends.
,
Jack had a sister, Jennie, who was employed as stenograph~r in an office on Greenwich street, and Sam was one
of her most devoted admirers.
~
Jack's mother was a widow, in very moderate circum-
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stances, and she rented one of her rooms to a lodger to out a bright new half dollar, which he tendered to the
help pay the rent, which'is always high in New York.
· boy.
Sam was blessed itith both a father and mother, but his
"Thank you, sir,'' said Jack, respectfully, as he took
father had only a small salary as bookkeeper for a whole- the money. "Yes, I reached the bank just as the porter
sale butcher establir>hment uptown; therefore, Sam's wages was shutting the outside door. He is too prompt for anywere gratefully appreciated in "the small household, just as thing, Mike is. If there hadn't been space enough for me
Jack's were in his home.
to have slipped through he wouldn't have opened it anJack, however, was quick to seize chances to make extra other inch if I'd gone down on my knees to him."
money.
Then Jack told Mr. Newell how he had run into Broker
He put it into a savings bank to his own account, with- Bunner.
~mt saying anything to his mother about it, for since going
Th~ broker ia.ughed heartily at the incident.
to work for Mr. Dwight Newell, the stock broker, he had
"Upon my word, Jack, Bunner won't forget that bump.
got the idea into his head that there was monev to be made, Some day he'll get back at you for it."
even in a small way, in the stock market, if. a chap went
"How will he?"
about it in the right way.
"He'll play some joke on you, and make you a laughing
The right way to his mind was to thoroughly familiarize stock for his friends. Bunner is famous for that kind of
himself with Stcrok E~change methods, and to always watch thing. He has a great fashion of coming up behind me on
the course of the market, and keep track of the little odds the :floor of the Exchange and tipping my hat over my
and ends of information continually appearing in the Wall eyes ; and sometimes he will vary the performance by a
Street papers.
slap on my shoulders that almost takes the wind out of
When he had saved $25 he began to test his theory with
me."
, "
due cauticm.
'
"I shouldn't think you'd like that kin'1 of fun, sir."
By small transactions, spread over a year's time, he• had
. "I don't. But what can you do? That's Bunner's way.
already accumulated $400, and he was now beginning to
He's full of animal spirits, that is, when he's on. the right
feel like a small capitalist.
side
of the market."
"I'll give mother and sis a big surprise one of these
"And
when he's on the wrong side, how does he act?"
days,'' he said to himself, after depositing his last winning
to his credit. "In fact, I am certain if they saw this book "He's more subdued."
"Then I guess I only balanced your account, sir, when
now it would knock them ·silly. But I'm in no hurry. It
will be time enough when I can fl.ash a thousand or two I nearly upset him this afternoon."
"What did he say to you?"
under their noses, and offer them a new outfit at my ex"He
asked me if I couldn't see where I was going, and
pense. They deserve it, for I've got the best mother and
whether
that wa~ myf usual way of entering buildings."
sister in the world, and I don't ca.re who hears me say it."
"And
what did you say?"
Sam had a similar notion of making money in the mar"I
apologized
the best I could, and picked up his hat.
ket, but not the same rational method to guide his little
He
said
if
it
happened
again he'd sue you for damages."
speculations. ·
"Oh,
he
did?"
laughed
the broker. "I'm afraid I should
Consequently he never got ahead to any great extent.
contest
the
case.
Well,
Jack,
I hope you'll be more careful
If he made a lucky deal one week, he generally lost all
in
the
future,
or
you
may
get
.. into trouble."
or a portion of it soon after by some reckless plunge.
"Oh,
I
hav~n't
run
into
anybody
for a long time," reOn the surface he appeared to be just as bright and just
plied
the
boy,
demurely.
as smart as his friend, but the truth of the matter was he
"I'm glad to hear that. You're pretty lively, my boy,
wasn't in the same class with Jack Warner.
but you must respect the rights of others. A boy blessed
with lots of animal spirits like you are is apt to forget
CHAPTER II.
himself sometimes. I admire zeal in a boy, but it can be
JAOK GETS A TIP, AND WHAT HE DOES WITH IT.
carried too far."
/
"I will be careful, slr."
"I'll trouble you :for that fifty cents, Mr. Newell," said
"That's right. , Have you ever thought what business
Jack, walking into his boss' private office and laying the
you'd like to follow when you grow older?"
bank book on his desk.
" Yes, sir. I mean to.··be a broker."
Jack was somewhat of a privileged character in a way.
"You do, eh?"
He and his employer were on excellent terms, and at
"They're a jolly set, as a rule. Make lots of money, and
certain times appeared to be on a hail-fellow-well-met basis;
but Jack knew exactly the limit of this privilege, and was seem to enjoy life."
"You mustn't be too sure of that, Jack. Sometimes they
tactful enough to see when it was in order and when not,
lose their grip and go to the wall. There are lots of downs
and therefore :he was careful not to abuse it.
"Then you made the bank, after all, did you?" laughed as well as ups in the Street, my boy."
"There are failures in other lines of business0 too, sir."
Mr. Newell, putting his hand in his pocket and drawing
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"True. But you get cleaned out quicker in Wall Street
than anywhere I know of." ;
"Yes, sir-outside of the theatrical business."
"What do you know about the theatrical business, Jack?"
laughed the broker.
"Not much, sir . . But I know an actor who says he always takes an extra pair of shoes with him when he goes
on the road."
"What for?"
"After the show is out a little while something always
happens. He says they often strike a frost even in the
hottest i::mnmer months, and then he's got to walk the ties
home. That's where the extra pair of shoes comes in
handy."
Mr. Newell laughed, as if he thought that was a good
joke.
"I asked him one day why he didn't try another business, as he didn't seem to be making much headway as an
actor. He said he had a good many ties binding him to
the profession, and he didn't feel that he could afford to
maJrn a change. When I asked him if he referred to railroad ties he got mad, and wouldn't speak to me for two
days. Then he borrowed a quarter to get a shave, and I
haven't seen him since."
'I'he broker grinned broadly, and then -asked Jack to
help him on with his coat, as it was time for him to go
home.
· Next morning, when Nelson Bunner saw Mr. Newell at
the Exchange, he went up to him and said:
"Look here, Newell, you want to curb that uncommonly
active messenger of yours. He came near knocking me into
the middle of next week, yesterday afternoon at the bank.
H e's the wildest cub in the Street."
" You must excuse him, Bunner. He's all right, only
he's blessed with
uncommon flow of animal spirits."
'!I shonlcl sli He was," replied the younger broker. "He
came into that door like a billiard ball caroming off a lively
cushion. ~f he had struck .me fairly he'd have bowled me
over as clean as a whistle."
" He told me all about it, and I advised him to be a little more careful in the future. Do you want to buy any
Lake Shore preferred this morning?"
Nelson Bunner didn't want any, and the two brokers
separated.
Mr. Newell returned to his office about half past eleven,
and· the first thing he did was to send J aek clown to a
certain broker on Broadway with a note .
.He had received an order for several thousand shares of
a certain stock, and as the stock seemed to be scarce on
the market he remembered that this broker had a block of
it, so the note contained an offer for it at a :fraction above
the market price.
When Jack entered th~ broker's office he found that he
was engaged with a customer, so he had to wait till his
turn came.
He took up a morning paper, and sitting down in the
corner, began to read the news.

While he was thus engaged a couple of big brokers came
in, and taking their stand at the window near Jack, began
to converse in a low tone about a stock they were forming
a syndicate to boom. ·
·
They had called to see this broker in order to get him to
go into a blind pool to boost the stock in question.
Jack beard one of the brokers say that there was a mint
of money in the deal, as the shares could be bought at a
very low figure.
The boy made a mental note of the name of the stock,
which was P. & D., and soon afterward the gentleman who
had been in the private office came out and Jack rushed
in to deliver his note.
The broker read it, scribbled an answer on a pad, tore
the slip off, 'Sealed it in an envelope, and after addressing
it to Mr. Newell, handed it to Jack.
The boy hastened back to the office a,t his usual rapid
rate, but every foot of the way he was thinking about the
tip-the :first he had ever picked up-on P. & D.
"Seems to me this is a chance I oughtn't to miss. Such
pointers are not flying around loose in Wall Street. I must
see what that stock is going at."
After delivering the envelope to Mr. Newell he looked
up P. & D. in the previous day's quotations.
He found that a s:rp.all number of shares had changed
ha,nds at 19 7-8.
On looking up the record of the stock for the past year,
he saw that that was the lowest figure P. & D. had yet
reached.
He watched the tape at intervals that afternoon, but
no s_ales of the stock were recorded.
Next morning he had not quite made up his mind whether he would buy 50 shares on the usual margin, or risk
his whole capital by plunging on 200 shares.
When he returned from an errand at eleven o'clock he
noti ced that the ticker showed a sale of 2,000 shares of P.
& D. at 20.
Soon afterward another sale was recorded of 2,000 shares
at the same price.
"I guess I'll go the whole hog on this thing and see how
I come out."
When he went to lunch he drew $400 from his bank,
which left only $5 to his credit, or just enough to hold his
book.
He took the money to Prescott & Co., a banking and
brokerage house on Nassau street, which bad handled his
other deals, and left an order for 200 shares of P. & D.
at 20.
The firm 'phoned the order to their representative at
the Exchange, and in ten minutes the 200 Bhares were
bought and held by the bank subject to Jack Warner's
order.
Next day P. & D. went up half a point.
By the end of the week the boy noticed that a good bit
of the stock had changed hands, and that it was steady
at 22.
"If I sold out now I should just double my investment,
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less $50 for commission," he said, as he noticed the closing
sale on Saturday morning. "This is the biggest deal I
ever handled yet. I'm going to play it for all I think it's
worth."
On Monday the stock began to attract considerable attention on account of the efforts of certain brokers to buy in
all that was offered.
In consequence, a number of brokers not in the ring
began to bid for it, and that sent the shares up to 24.
The syndicate's brokers then resorted to other tactics,
and the stock during the afternoon dropped to 22 1-8, at
which figure a good deal of it was pought in by the pool.
The stock went up and down, shuttlecock fashion, for
the rest of the week, but finally closed at 24 5-8 on Saturday.
During the next week, the syndicate having got all they
wanted, or could obtain at the upset price they were willing
to pay, now set rumors afloat which caused P. & D. to get
an upward spurt on, and two weeks from the day Jack
bought his 200 shares at 20 it was selling at 30 1-4.
If he had ordered 1his stock sold at that price he would
have made a clean profit of $2,000; but the desire for big~
ger profits which ·he thought he saw in sight induced him
to hold on a while longer.
Finally, when it reac~ 35, he concluded he would cash
in, and not ,run the ris of seeing his profits melt away
if the stock should happen to go to pieces, as it was liable
to do at any moment.
,
So at noon he went around to the bank and ordered the
stock, which had now reached 35 1-4, sold, taking a profit
of $3,000. ·
The brokers seemed to be crazy to get P. & D. that
morning, and his 200 shares were no sooner offered than
they were snapped up.
That night the stock closed at 36.
It looked good for a higher figure the next day, for it
opened at 36 1-8, but the reaction set in soon after Jack
got his statement and check.
The syndicate had lmloaded their holdings, made several
millions, and left the outsiders to fight it out among themselves.
The result was a bear raid made it go down, ancl a lot of
people lost a pile of money, and a number were ruined,
before the week ended.

CHAPTER III.
JACK SURPRISES HIS MOTHER AND SISTER.

With $3,000 in bank to his credit, and $400 in his pocket,
which he intended to take home to his mother 'that afternoon, Jack Warner felt as independent as the richest man
in the financial district.
Bessie Dean, the office stenographer, noticed that he held
his head higher than usual that day, and wondered what
had come over the fun-loving boy.
"Say, Jack," she remarked, when he brought her a docu-

ment to copy on her typewriter, "are you going to be, promoted?"
"I haven't heard anything about it," he answered.
"Why?"
"You seem to have grown very important-looking all of
a sudden," she said, with a mischievous smile.
,
"Oh, when a fellow becomes a bloated capitalist, he natu-'
rally feels that he is of some consequence," grinned the
boy.
"Dear me I Have you become a capitalist?"
"That's what I have, Miss Dean."
"Why, how formal you are. You never called me anything but Bessie before," she said, opening her brown eyes.
"I was just trying to see how it felt to call you Miss
Dean."
"Oh, that is it?"
"Yes. I am seriously thinking of opening an office on
my own accbunt and hiring you as my stenographer at an
increased salru:y."
"Is it possible I" she cried, looking at him .quizzically.
"I s'pose you don't think I've boodle enough to pay you
a large .salary."
"I wouldn't want to earn all the money that came into
the office," she laughed.
"Don't let that worry you. When I go into business, as
I expect to, some day, I mean to make money by the barrel."
"You'll leave some, won't you, for the other brokers to
do business with?" she laughed.
Jack grinned, and then he said, abruptly :
"Can you keep a secret, Bessie?"
"The ic1ea ! Why of course I cal).. Have you got one
to tell me?" with dancing eyes.
"Yes; but remember if it gets away from you we will
ever after meet as strangers."
"That would be dreadful, wouldn't it? It must be a
very important secret indeed. Very well, I'll cross my
fingers and promise never to breathe the tiniest word
about it." _
"See that you keep your word, or the consequences be.
on your own head !"
·
"Dear me, how tragic you are I I hope you are not thinking of going on the stage."
"If you are going to be funny, Miss Dean, I won't tell
you a thing," said Jack, trying to look severe, which attempt was a failure, as it wasn't in 'his line.
"I assure you, Jack, that I am waiting with all due
seriousness for you j;o confide your secret to me."
"You 'are really anxious to know, are you?" ·
"I'm just dying to know," she cried, eagerly.
"Then listen! 'l'o-morrow is the 30th of May. It's a
legal holiday, and we don't have to come to work."
"You good-for-nothing boy!" cried the girl, in a disappointed tone. "Is th_at all you had to teil me? Aren't you
too provoking for anything?"
She made a slap at Jack with her ruler, but he was <>ut
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of reach ancl making for the reception-room, with a broad
grin on his face.
"Mo~her," he said that night at the supper table, "I've
got a present for you."
"Have you? It's nice to be remembered once in a while,"
replied the pleasant-faced little woman, regarding her first
born with a mother's fondness.
"Haven't you got something for me, too, Jack?" asked
his sister, laughingly.
"Why, what do you want, Jennie?"
"I wouldn't refuse a ~undred-dollar bill if it came my
way," she said, roguishly.
"Wouldn't you take anything less?" he grinned.
·
"Not a cent less," she replied, with a solemn shake of
her pretty head.
"Then I suppose I'll have to give it to you," said her
brother, putting his hand in his pocket, pulling . out his
wad, and peeling off five twenty-dollar bills. "Here you
are."
Re held them across the table toward her.
"Why, where did you get all that money?" she asked,
not offering to take the notes. "Been collecting it for Mr.
Newell?"
•
Jack shook his head.
"That money is all mine," he said.
"All yours I" she ejaculated, with wonder in her eyes.
"Sure. You didn't know I was a small capitalist, did
you?"
''Jack, will you be serious? Whose money is it?" she
demanded.
"It's mine, until you get your fingers on it, and then
it's yours."
"Mother, isn't Jack just too provoking for anything?
He says that roll of bills is his money. You ought to be
ashamed of yourself to tell such a fib," turning to him
again.
"Then you don't believe me, sis?"
"Certainly not. Where would you get all that money?"
"Where would I get it? In Wall Street, of course."
"You may have got it in Wall Street, but it doesn't belong to you."
"Then you really believe that I am telling you a lie when
I say it's all mine?"
"I think you are trying to tease me; that's what I think."
"I am offering you one hundred dollars. Don't you know
th11.t it isn't lucky to refuse money when it's offered to
'y ou?"
"Mother, won't you make Jack stop his fooling?" exclaimed Jennie.
"Jack, dear, don't tease your sister," said Mrs. Warner,
with a smile.
"Why, mother, when I said I had a present foryou ttidn't
she ask me if I hadn't something :for her, too? I 'asked
her what she wanted, and she said she wouldn't accept
anything less than one hundred dollars. Now, when I
offer her that sum she refuses to take it. I think girls a.re
funny creatures."

"If that was your money, dear, and your sister thought
you could afford to let her have it, she'd accept it gladly,"
said his mother. "But--"
"Then you don't think it's mine, either?" said Jack,
assuming an injured expression.
"Well, Jack, I don't see how you could make so much
money all at once."
"Why, there's only $400 in this wad."
"Will you listen to that, mother?" cried J ennie. " Only
$400 I Re talks as if he had a big bank account."
"Perhaps I have. That is, big for a boy of my age."
"Don't talk ridiculous! You never told us before that
you had money in a savings bank. Where would you get
it? You give mother every cent of your wages."
"I've got an account all right," said Jack, wagging his
head and grinning. "A fellow can pick up a little coin
on the outside once in a while. I held on to my funds
till I got five dollars, and then I opened a bank account."
"Did you really?" cried his sister, in some surprise.
"I did i:eally," mimicked Jack. "And when I got
$25--"
"Why, have you saved as much as $25 ?" she asked, incredulously.
"Don't interrupt me, please. When I got $25 together
I went long of five shares of 0. & B. at 50 on a borrowed
margin of ten per cent."
"You did what?" asked Jennie, opening her eyes in
astonishment.
"I purchased 'five shares of 0. & B. railroad stock, whose
par value was $500, and whose market value was $250, thus
getting a credit of $225. If the stock went up five points
I stood to make $25 profit; if it went five points the other
way I was sure to lose my $25."
"Well," cried Jennie, breathlessly. "Which way did it
go?"
"It went up."
"And you made $25 ?" she exclaimed, with shining eyes.
"I made more than that."
·
"Why, I thought you said that if it went up five
points- - "
"I did. But in this case I held on till it went up twelve
points; consequently I cleared a profit of $60, less $1.25
commission."
' "My, how lucky you were! So 'you have more than $80
in the bank?"
"Hold on, sis! Are you telling this story, ar am I?"
"Why, you are, of course."
"Then don't be in such a hurry to jump at conclusions.
I did have more than $80 in bank for a while, then I took
another :flyer at the market-five shares of Michigan Central-and cleared $6 a sha.re. That raised my capital to
over $100."
"And you never told us a thing about it!" cried his sister, shaking her finger at him. "What a close boy you are!"
"All that happened nearly a 'year ago," went on J ack,
with a grin. "Since then I've been speculating, off and
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Treadwell, one of the slickest traders in the Street, and the·

on, sometimes losing, but o.ftener winning, until about a
month ago my bank account had ~·eached $400."
"Then that money in your hand is really yours, after
all?" said Jennie, with ·a little cry of delight.
"Didn't I tell you that it was mine?" .
"Yes ; but it seemed so improbable then that--"
"You didl).'t believe me. Well, I'll excuse you, sis. About
three weeks ago I got hold of a pointer. I heard a couple
of brokers talking about a pool that was being formed to
boom P: & D. I concluded to risk my $400 on the strength
of it, and I did."
"Your whole $400? Why, Jacki"
"I bought 200 shares at 20, held' on to them till yester·
day, and then sold them at 35 1-4, clearing $3,000. How
does that strike you?"
Mother and daughter looked at the young man of the
house with great astonishment.
"If you imagine this is a pipe dream, why there's my
bank book td prove•it."
·
He produced the book, opened it, and held it up so that
.both of them could readily see his name and the entry of
$3,000.
"I hope you're satisfied, sis. I've brought $400 home
to divide between you-$100 for you, Jennie, and $300 for
mother. Accept the cash with my loving regards. One of
these days I'll do better by you."
Perhaps that wasn't one of the happiest evenings the
Warner .family had ever spent since the husband and father
was taken from t?em four years before.

CHAPTER IV.
NELSON BUNNER PLAYS A JOKE ON JACK WARNER, AND Tl{E
RESULT THEREOF.

Mr. Dwight Newell, Jack's employer, was a wealthy and
'Successful trader on the New York Stock Exchange.
He had ·a large number of customers for whom he did
business, and his reputation as a square man was unquestioned.
He never resorted to any questionable tricks of trade that
many brokers practiced in the course of business-tricks
tha.t while not actually dishonest were, nevertheless, what
might come under the head of sharp practice. ·
In a word, Mr. Newell, in his busines3 relations with
other people, was as straight as a die, and every broker
on the Street knew it.
He was often approached by other operators to take an
interest in some scheme to boom a certain stock, but he always discouraged that sort of thing so far as it concerned
himself.
'
One day ~oon after Jack had scooped in his $3,000 three
gentlemen called on Mr. Newell.
Jack recognized them as well-known brok-ers, and showed
them into the private office.
.One of them was Nelson Bunner, who looked mighty
harc1 at the boy; the second was an operator named Lucius

third was William Fletcher, of New street.
"Glad to see you, gentlemen," said Mr. Newell, "what
can I do for you?"
"We called upon you, Mr. Newell, to see if you wouldn't
go into a syndicate we are forming to boom a certain stock,"
said Mr. Treadwell, coming directly to the point. "There
are six cf us pledged to advance $100,000 each. We are
looking for four more to make it $1,000,000. Are you
with us? We shall easily clear up a million, and you might
as well have some of the pickings as anyone else."
"What is the name of the stock you are going to boom?"
asked Mr. Newell.
"That is a secret you could hardly expect me to disclose
until after we had your assurance that you will be one
of us."
"I'm obliged to you for the invitation, Mr. Treadwell,
but as this seems to be a kind of blind pool, I will have
to ask you to excuse me going into it. When I speculate
in the market myself I want to control my own money,
which I could not do in this case."
The three brokers were disappointed.
They had calculated on talking Mr. Newell into the project, but he vetoed the matter so decidedly at the outset
that they were obliged to take their departure without having accomplished their object.
The broker, as soon as he was alone, began to wonder
what stock these people were going to corner.
He decided to keep his eyes open and try and find out.
He had a considerable sum in bank that he wasn't using
just then, and he felt that if he ' could get a line on this
pool soon enough he could make a good thing out of it at
their expense.
It was hardly probable, however, that he would be able
to get the much-desired clue, for the 'Syndicate would naturally guard its secret well.
Shortly after Jack came in from a hasty lunch, Mr.
Newell sent him over to a big office building in Exchange
Place with a note for a broker named Gestler.
Mr. Bunner had an office in this building on the same
floor as Gestler's, and he came out into the corridor just
as Jack sprang out of the elevator and dashed for the oth~r
end of the passage.
The broker saw the boy approaching at a rapid pace, and
the idea popped into his head that this •would be a good
chance to get square with Jack Warner for running into
him at the bank that day.
He pretended not to see Jack, but just as the boy passed
close to him he suddenly put out his foot and tripped the
lad up.
He really had no intention of hurting Jack much-in
fact, he was of the opinion that boys, like cats, invariably
landed on their feet under all circumi;;tances; but he over·
clid the thing on this occasion.
Probably he didn't realize that the boy was gliding along
as fast as he was.
At any rate, .Tack took a header, came up with a whack
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against the wall of the corridor, and rolled over uncon- [breathed. "I ought to be able to make a dandy haul on it.
scious.
And just to think Bunner put me in the way of it himself
Nelson Bunner was startled by the outcome of his prac- by playing one of his nasty practical jokes on me."
tical joke.
It almost made him laugh to think of it.
He raised the boy up and carried him into his office,
"Why, he'd kick himself from here to Harlem if he
where he laid him on the lounge under the window in his knew I was overhearing all his plans. His joke has reprivate room, a.nd dashing water into his face tried to acted like a boomerang. Oh, if I only had lots of cash I
bring him to, but without success.
wouldn't do a thing to that syndicate. I wonder what St.
· While ·he was thus engaged brokers Treadwell and L. & S. F. is selling· for now? Well, I can find out as
Fletcher came in, and when they saw the young messenger soon as I get back to the office. I'm going to put Mr.
stretched out on the lounge they wanted to know what was Newell wise to this. He's a pretty sharp old codger, I see.
the matter with him.
Wouldn't go into a blind pool under any circumstances.
"He caught a nasty fall on the marble floor just outside B'gee ! They'll be wild when they find out, if they ever do,
my office, and I brbught him in here to revive him. I that he's raked in a hundred thousand or so of their good
guess I'll have to send for a doctor."
money after refusing to join in the scheme. They'll break
• "Oh, send to the neareJt drug store for some salvolatile. their hearts trying to find out how he ever learned about
A whiff or two of that ought to bring him to," said Tread- the inside workings of the pool. It will be simply great."
well, after a glance at the boy. ·
Jack chuckled softly to himself, and at the same time
So Mr. Bunner sent out one of his clerks for the stuff.
didn't miss a word that was spoken within a yard of him.
While he was gone the three brokers got talking together.
Presently there was a knock at the door.
The subject was the one which most interested them
Nelson Bunner went to the door and received a small
at that time-the pool they were forming to boom a par- bottle of spirits of ammonia.
ticular stock which they, themselves, had selected.
"Wait a moment, gentlemen, Jack heard him say, "till
!\fr. 'l'readwell had a list of names of rich traders from I try the effects of this bottle on this ~conscious messenwhich they were deciding upon two or three' to visit that ger. If it doesn't fetch him to, I'll have to send for a
a.~ternoon, for the purpose of interesting them in the pro- doctor."
posed transaction.
J a.ck wondered wh1:1t kind of preparation the broker was
They forgot all about Jack for the time being, and were going to try on him, and was more than half inclined to
gathered about Nelson Bunner's desk with their backs to jump up right away and declare he was all right.
him.
He was rather afraid to be too hasty about recovering
In the course of five minutes the boy began to recover his senses after what he had overheard, so he allowed Bunhis senses.
ner to uncork the powerful essence under his nose.
His first sensation was that of bewilderment at finding
He recognized what i.t was at once, but got such a strong
himself in an. office that was strange to him.
whiff of the stuff that it partially strangled him and
\Vhile he was wondering how he got there, and what had brought on a fit of coughing, in the midi;;t of which he
happened to him, he heard voices close at hand.
sat bolt upright with streaming eyes.
He turned his head and looked in that direction.
"I see you're all right, young man," said Bunner, in a
The first face his eyes rested on was Nelson Bunner's, relieved tone. "You had a nasty slip on the floor outsi.de
ancl ·like a. flash the cause of his mishap came to him.
in the corridor, and landed against the wall like a· thouHe recollected that the broker had tripped him, but that sand of bricks. Lucky for you I came along, picked you up
was all he did remember.
and brought you in here."
,
Then he recognized the others as Mr. Treadwell and Mr.
Evidently Nelson Bunner was ashamed to have the truth
Fletcher, who had that morning called on his employer.
leak out that he had tripped up the boy himself and caused
. He easily overheard all they said about the proposed all the trouble.
syndicate, the names of the gentlemen already secured and
Jack concluded to let him think that he wasn't aware
the names of the others they hoped to interest within a that he owed his mishap to him, and therefore pretended
day or two.
to accept the smart broker's version of. the occurrence as
He also heard the name of the stock that had been picked the correct one.
out to boom, and all the reasons why this particular stock
In a few minutes he declared that he felt as good as
offered advantages for their purpose that none other h_ad. · ever, and after Bunner had personally given his clothes a
As soon as Jack got on to the conversation between the brushing, he thanked the broker, with seeming gratefulmen, he closed his eyes, so that if they chanced to look ness, and took his leave.
·•
·
toward him they mi~ht not notice that he had come back
Then he went on to Broker Gestler's office and delivered
to consciousness.
Mr. Newell's letter.
Then he drank in every word they said with eager atHe had to wait a few minutes for an answer, after which
tention . .
he returned to his own office, where he found his employer
"This is a bang-up tip, if there ever was one," he impatiently awaiting his return.
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CHAPTER V.
J.A.CK PLUNGES ON ST. L. & S. F.

"Wasn't Mr. Gestler in when you reached his office?"
asked Mr. Newell.
"Yes, sir."
"I may be mistaken, but I fancied you took rather a long
time to carry that :rp.essage for me and bring back the answer. I pelieve I told you to hurry, as the matter was important."
"I did hurry, sir, and it turned out to be a case of the
more hurry the less speed."
"I don't quite understand you, Jack,'' said the broker,
regarding him intently through his glasses.
·
"I hurried so fast that I caught a tumble up on the
sixth floor of the Vanderpool Building, in front of Mr.
Bunner's office, the gentleman I ran into at the bank a few
weeks ago, if you remember."
"Did you hurt yourself?"
"Well, I was unconscious awhile, I can't say for how
long. Bunner Cf!rried me .into his office to revive me, but
I came to myself without any assistance from him."
"I shall have to thank Bunner for his kindness." '
"It isn't necessary, sir," replied Jack, much to his employer's surprise. "When I tell you the facts of the case
you'll have a different opinion of Broker Bunner."
Jack then told his story from first to last.
Mr. Newell was indignant when he learned that the
smart broker had actually tripped his messenger up when
the lad was bound on an important errand.
But his indignation soon gave way to a different feeling-a feeling of exultation when Jack disclosed to him
the inner secrets of the pool.
"You say they're going to operate with St. L. & S. F. ?"
cried Mr. Newell, with eager excitement.
"Yes, sir."
"Are you positively certain of that?"
"Positively sure, sir."
"Look here, Jack, those men were in here this morning
trying to induce me to go into that pool."
"I l'llow that, sir. I heard them talking about their 'failure to get you to join them, and they were kind of angry
with you about it."
"Well, I won't go into a blind pool under any circum1<tances. It's altogether too risky. Now, Jack, I want you
to hold your tongue about what you heard in Bunner's
office. I wouidn't have the fact leak out for a good deal
of money. I dare say you know you have got hold of a
valuable tip. I can use that tip to good advantage, therefore I'm going to pay yon for it. I'm going to give you
$2,000 cash in exchange for it. That's fair, isn't it?"
"I didn't expect you to pay me for it, sir,') said Jack, in
surprised delight.
·
"I believe you. Bnt you're entitled to something, and
that's the least I feel that I ought to offer you. You got
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a nasty fall in connection with it, and .t he money will act
as a pleasant kind of salve."
"I am very much obliged to you, sir."
"You are welcome, Jack," said his employer, as he wrote
out his check for the sum mentioned. "You dm draw the
money, if you wish, when you take our deposit to the bank,
which you ought to do right away, as it is getting on towarJ
three. But remember, Jack," as he handed him the cheek,
"you must forget all about what you overlieard in Bunner's
private office."
"All right, sir. I'll be as mum as an oyster."
In a few minutes Mr. Newell had another message really
for him to take to another broker's, and he was directi~d
to go to the bank at the same tim,e.
.
He got the bank book with its contents for deposit from
the cashier and started out on ·his double errand.
He met
Holland hurrying along in the same direction and found that he was only going to the bank.
'
"Well,
what do you know this afternoon, sam.?" h c
asked his friend.
·
"Oh, several things," replied Sam with a grin. "For
instance, I know that I'm worth $27 more than I waR a
few clays ago."
"You're lucky. Another haul in stocks, I .suppose."
"Sure thing. It's a wonder that you don't keep thos~
several hundred dollars of yours moving to some advantage."
.
.
.
lJ
"How do you know but they've been workmg overh~e;
"I don't know; but if you had made much of a strike, I
auess
I'd have heard about it. You couldn't keep it all
b
to yourself."
"How do you know I couldn't?.
I
"Well I don't think you could."
"Th~ let me tell you that you've several thinks coming
if you expect to , ke~p tracks of my movemen~s."
"Honest injun, now-have you been buckmg the market
recently?" asked Sam with some_curiosity.
"I'm not saying whether I have or have not. A still
tongue makes a wise head, Sam. Perhaps I'm working a
gigantic deal just at present, and in that case it wouldn't
do for the facts to leak out on the Street," grinned Jack.
"Oh, you go bag your head," growled Sam. "I don't believe you've been up against the market in a dog's age."
"You don't have to believe it," replied Jack. "By the
way, do you want a tip~"
"What is it?"
"Buy St. L. & S. F."
"Nothing in it."
"Isn't there? You seem to lmow all about it."
"It's been on the decline for six months."
"Well now is the time to buy when it's down near rock
bottom."' '
"It's going to stay at rock bottom, too."
"What makes you think it is?"
"That's my idea."
"You're way off. Take my word for it.• that stock iii
going up at a lively clip before long."

Sam

r
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"How do you know? Somebody been filling you up
about the prospects of the road," chuckled Sam.
"No. But I'm so confident of a coming rise in the stock
that I am going to buy 1,000 shares to-morrow and hold
on to them."
"How many shares? Say it slowly."
"One thousand."
"You tell it well. That stock is :vuling at 49. One
thousand shares are worth $49,000. On a ten per cent.
basis it would cost you $4,900. Where are you going to
get the price? Perhaps you are thinking of robbing the
boss's safe."
"Don't you worry about where I'm going to get the money. One of these days you'll wake up and find me signing
my check for six figures, if not for seven."
"It's easy enough to sign a check for any old amount.
The trouble is to get the long green on it."
They had now arrived at the Manhattan National Bank,
and they went in t<> make their deposits.
Jack decided not to present his check until the next
morning.
After the bo s had finished at the bank they parted at
the door, J ac~' going around the block to Broad Street to
deliver his note.
'1
When he went out to lunch next day he drew $450 from
his bank, and putting it in his pocket went around to the
Manhattan National Bank.
This establishment bad a department for the accommodation of its customers and those known to the bank officials who wished to purchase or sell stocks. ·
Jack was known to the man who had charge of this business, and he went straight to bis office.
"Hello, Warner," said the gentlemen, when the boy presented himself before him. "What can I do for you?"
"I want you to buy me 500 shares of St. L. & S. F. at
49," said Jack, in a business-like way.
"Is this a joke, young man?"
"No, sir. This is the real goods. Here is Mr. Newell's
check fo1· $2,000, and here is $450 cash. That will cover
the margin."
The gentleman whistled as he examined the check and
l'aw that it was all right.
''Why don't you get Mr. Newell to buy the stock for
you?"
"Because I prefer to buy through this bank."
"This · isn't your first transaction of the kind, I'll
wager."
"It's my tenth, if you want to know real bad. I cleared
$3,000 the other day on a deal I put through with Jessup
& Co., the Nassau Street firm of bankers and brokers."
"Are you working on a tip?" asked the gentleman, curiously.
"I must decline to answer that question, Mr. Bates."
"So you want me to purchase 500 shares of St. L. & S. F.
at 49, do you?"
"Yes, sir."
"Very well. You ought to know your business."

Mr. Bates took the check and the money, made a memorandum of the transaction, and handed Jack a duplicate.
In ten minutes the stock was bought and held subject
to the boy's order.
Mr. Newell started in even before his messenger boy to
buy up as much of the stock as he could get hold of in
small lots.
He employed a broker who had never heretofore done
any business ·for him, in order that the purchases might
not be traced to him.
Two days 'later the stock advanced to 51, at which figure
Jack invested the balance of his money in 500 more shares,
ahc1 then began to watch the ticker for results.
CHAPTER VI.
JACK FINDS A MILLION-DOLLAR QHECK•

Next day jack and Sam, on. their way to lunch, mei at
the corner of Broad and Wall streets.
"Well," said Jack, "did you bliy St. L. & 's. F. as t to1d
you to?"
"Nope."
"Then I don't see any use of handing.yotl out~ tip."
"Ho! I don't call that a tip."
"What did you exp~ct me to di)? Furnish you with a
sworh affidavit that the stock was sure to rise?"
"Pooh!"
"
"Well, the shares have gohe up hvo points since I spoke
to you about the stock. See \vhat you're <>ll.t by not following my advice."
"'rhey woh't go any higher." '
"Won't they? I say they will."
"How can you tell that they will?"
1
'Sam1hy, I'm not tellittg all I khow. I advise you once
more to buy St. L. & S. F. flhd get hold of all you can
raise the mar~in for."
"You've bought some yourself, have you?';
"I've put every dollar I own into it, and I'm going to
buy fifty shares for mother and ten shares for "sis" before
I go back to the office."
Sam stared at his friend, and seeing that he was in dead
earnest he got interested in St. L. & S. F. at once.
"I guess you've got hold of some inside information.
You 1:1ay it's ruling at 51? Well, I can just afford to go
long on fifty shares, and I'll chance it."
"If you'd done that when I told you to first, you'd be
$100 in to-day," said Jack.
"That's right," admitted Sam. "But I didn't, so what's
the use of talking?.
There was a big, long envelope lying in his path, an~
he gave it a kick.
"What did you do that for?" asked Jack. "Why didn't
you pick it up? Might have been a hundred-dollar bill
in it."
"Pick it up yourself if you think there is," grinned
Sam.
Jack did so.
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Inside he found a.n endorsed and negotiable check for
$1,000,000, made to the order of the Empire State Trust
Company.
"Aren't you sorry you didn't pick it up yourself?"
grinned Jack. "Returning that to the Trust Company
ought to be worth a tener."
"I didn't suppose there was anything in the dirty old
envelope," grunted Sam, much chagrined because he had
neglected to get hold of the check himself.
"It wouldn't ha".e hurt you to have picked it up on a
chance, same as I did. It might just as well have been a
bill. You never can tell when you will run across something of value in the street. There's an awful lot of money
and other valuables lost in a big city like this in the course
of a year."
Sam felt like kicking himself, and his lunch didn't taste
half so good that day as usual.
He didn't forget, however, to buy fifty shares of St. L.
& S. F. before he returned to his office. ,
Jack, after buying the same stock for his mother and
sister, returned to the office and showed the check he had
found in the street to Mr. Newell.
"You'd better run over to the Trust Company right away
and return it," said his employer.
Jack put on his hat and hastened out to do it.
When he reached the Trust Company he asked for the
cashier.
"I found this check on the street in a dirty envelope,
and as it's made out to your order, I have brought it to
you."
"Thank you, young man," said the cashier. "That was
lost this morning. What is your name?"
"Jack. Warner."
"Where are you employed?"
"By Dwight Newell, stock broker, No. - Wall Street."
"Just wait a moment."
The cashier went into the counting-room and returned
in a few moments.
"I sent an advertisement to two of the dailies offering
a reward of $100 for the return of that check. As you
had the luck to :find it, the reward is yours." Thus speaking, the gentleman handed Jack a crisp new $100 bili.
"Thank you, sir. You are very liberal."
The boy put the bill in his pocket and returned to his
office, where he showed it to Mr. Newell at the :first chance.
"It's better to be born lucky than rich,'' laughed the
broker.
"That's what I think, sir, for if you're lucliy you're
bound to get rich."
There was a paragraph in an afternoon paper about the
:finding of the million-dollar check by Jack Warner, a
young messenger boy employed by Dwight Newell, stock
broker, of No. - Wall Street, and how the Trust Company
had paid him $100 for returning it.
Next day every broker who knew the boy and saw him
congTatulated him about his good luck.

Sam Holland was more than ever convinced that he was
a chump for letting that chance get away from him.
"Just my luck," he grumbled to himself. "I had the
:first whack at it and I let it go by. I ought to be kicked.
After this I'll pick up any old thing I run across in the
street, bet your life."
He felt a little better, however, when he looked at the
tape in his office and saw that St. L. & S. F. had gone up
another point.
.
"I'm a hundred dollars to the good, at any rate. I guess
it's worth while following Jack's advice. He seems to be
uncommonly lucky."
Bessie Dean had read the story of the million-dollar
check in the paper, too.
"You're a lucky boy,'' she smilingly -said to Jack when
-she met him next morning. "But you're awfully clo!lemouthed. Why didn't you tell me about it yesterday?"
"I didn't know whether it would interest you."
"Don't you know that I'm always interested in anything
that you--"
. 1
Then she became conscious that she was saying too much,
and stopped with a blush.
.
"Well, I'm waiting to hear the . r~st of ,,t~t interesting
-,J c
sentence,'' he said.
·
'
"There isn't anything more,'' she answered,
in some con, .J ) ll:J
fusion.
"Isn't there. Oh, by the way, ~ill '.you let me blow you
off to lunch to-day on the strength of that $100 bill?:'
"Why the idea!"
"Is it a go?"
"I'm afraid you're getting reckless with your money,
Jack," she laughed.
"What's the difference as long as it's in a good cause."
"I don't think I ought to encourage such extravagance on
your part. What would your mother and sister say?"
"Do you call a dollar lunch an extravagance? Why, the
honor of your presence at the table with me is worth a
lot more than that."
"You're extremely complimentary,'' she replied with a
smile.
"Don't mention it. A fellow don't get a chance to treat
a pretty girl every day. Just think how the men will
envy me."
"Aren't you too ridiculous for anything!" she pouted.
"Do you accept my invitation, Bessie?"
"Of course, if you insist."
"Thanks. That's settled,'' and Jack marched back into
the reception-room humming a lively tune.
J

CHAPTER VII.
A LIVELY OH.ASE AFTER A THIEF.

Soon after Jack came back from lunch with the pretty
typewriter, Mr. Newell retu.rned from the Exchange.
He called the boy into his private office and.handed him
an envelope to take to one of his big customer;; who had
an office on lower Broadway.
·

BEATING THE BROKERS.
Jack went down Broad Street to Beaver Street, and
thence to Broadway, turned up half a block and delivered
the note.
·
"There's no answer," said the gentleman, after reading
the brief note, so the boy took his departure, walking up
Broadway.
The sidewalk was crowded with busy pedestrians at this
hour, and Jack had to dodge in and out in order to make
his usual brisk time.
A finely dressed lady ·came out of the Fulton Safe Deposit and Trust Co.
She carried a bulging satchel in her hand and walked
to the edge of the curb to signal a Broadway up-town car.
A sharp-featured, hatchet-faced young man, shabbily
<tressed, stood within a yard of her.
Jack was amazed to see him edge toward the lady and
ma.I(e a sudden snatch at the satchel.
He wrenched it from her hand and darted across the
street, under the very nose of a big express wagon, while
the lady stood dazed and thunderstruck on the walk.
It was all done like a fl.ash, and the thief was getting a
good start, wh~ Jack recovered his wits and sprang after
him.
Jll':.
At the sam , moment the lady screamed, "I've been
robbed! Catch. him!"
Half a doze.q onlookers, who had not seen the theft, but
noticed Jack's sudden dash, surmised right away tbat he
was the thief and started after him.
The crook darted down a narrow thoroughfare known
_as Thames Street.
Jack had him spotted and followed like a deer.
After the sharp-featured youn~ man had gone half a
block he looked back over his shoulder, and seeing the boy
coming after him full tilt, with a crowd some little way
behind, he realized that he was in for it unless he could
outwit his pursuers.
He was a smart runner, and stood a good chance of
getting clean off if not headed by a cop or a pedestrian.
He turned into ·church Street, and thence into Rector,
and finally darted into a narrow; dark hallway, where he
wa3 followed by Jack with the excited mob at his heels.
Jack, however, couldn't find any trace of the thief.
He found there was a smal(yard in the rear, and he
startell to climb the fence to see if he could discover which
way the crook had gone.
Suddenly he was grabbed by the leg and pulled back into
the yard.
"No, you don't, young man," cried a triumphant voice.
"I've got you."
Jack looked at the speaker, and found that he was a
tall, thin and well dresse4 young man.
"What's the matter with you?" demanded Warner,
angrily. "I was trying to see which way that rascal went.
Do yo~1 want him to get away entirely?"
"That's too thin, young fellow. Where's that satchel?"
"What the dickens are you talking about? Take your
hands off of me."

Nearly a dozen men and boys ran into the yard then, and
gathered about Jack and the tall, genteel-looking man.
"I see you've got him," said one of the foremost in the
crowd. "What's he done with the stolen property?"
1 "What's the matter with you people?
Are you crazy?"
cried the young messenger indignantly. "What do you
take me for?"
"For a thief, of course. What else are you?" replied the
last speaker, also laying his hand on the boy's arm, as if
afraid he might somehow manage to slip away.
"I'm no thief!" ejaculated Jack, his face :flushing with
resentment.
"No thief, eh?" said the tall, thin' man, sarcastically.
"Haven'ttwe been cha;;ing you all the way from Broadway,
where you stole a lady's satchel, and didn't I catch you in
the act of sneaking over this fence?"
"Why, you chump, I saw the theft committed, and I
was running after the fellow, who came in here and, I suppose, went over this fence, and now he's making good his
escape while you're making donkeys out of yourselves."
"Here comes a co'p," shouted a boy at this moment.
A big policeman made his appearance in the yard.
"What's the trouble?" he inquired.
"This young fellow stole a satchel from a ladv on Broadway, and we've chased him into this place, wh;re I caught
him as he was trying to scale the fence."
'I'h11s explained the tall, thin young man, who!le zeal on
this occasion was unfortunately misapplied.
"Re's way off, officer," spoke up Jack, earnestly. "I saw
the whole thing as it occurred on Broadway. The lady
came out of the Fulton Safe Deposit and Trust Co., and
as she stood on the edge of the sidewalk, waiting for a car,
a sharp-featured young man in shabby clothes stepped up
alongside of her, grabbed her satchel, ran across the street
and flew down Thames Street. I cut after him and ran
him in here~ where I lost him. I thought he must have
gone over the fence, and I was climbing up to see if I
could catch a sight of him when this man grabbed me by
the leg anq pulled me back. That's the whole story."
Jack was well dressed and bright looking.
He looked far from being a thief, and the officer was inclined to give him every chance to square himself.
'- "You say this boy stole a satchel from a lady on Broadway?" the policeman said to the tall, thin man.
"Yes," answered the man, confidently.
"Where is the satchel?"
"He must have hidden it somewhere in here."
The crowd immediately began to hunt about for such a
thing.
',' Did you see this boy snatch the satchel from the lady?"
"No, but--"
"Did anybody see this boy take that satchel?" asked the
officer of those present.
Nobody could say they had actually seen him take it.
"Then how do you know he is the thief?"
"I heard the lady cry 'Catch him!' and I saw this young
fellow running across the street, so I naturally--"
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''Did you see that satchel in my hand at any time?" demanded Jack. "You say you chased me all the way from
Broadway, so if I had taken the satchel I ought to have
had it in my hand." .
.
The tall, thin man wouldn't say that he had seen the
satchel at any time in the boy's hand, and now that he had
got cooled down he began to realize that perhaps he had
made a mistake after all.
He took his hand off Jack's arm and looked at the
officer.
The boy happened to cast his eyes upward and spied the
real thief on the top fire-escape trying to reach the roof
of the building.
"Why, there's the thief now," he cried, excitedly, pointing upwar4.
Everybody in the yard looked at the fire-escape and saw
the sharp-featured young man with the saMhel in his hand
drawing himself up on the roof.
"Give me a boost quick, officer," cried J a.ck. "I'll run
up the escape and try to catch him while you're coming
up the stairs."
The policeman thought that a good idea, for the boy was
much more active than he, and if any one could overtake
the crook it was he, so he gave J a.ck the necessary lift, and
then started for the inside of the building to find the stairway which, being in a dark corner, had been passed unno~
ticed by all except ,the thief, wh<> was probably familiar
with th: building.
CHAPTER VIII.
JACK RECOVERS THE STQLEN SATCHEL '.A.ND ITS OWNER
REWARDS HIM.

Jack Warner flew up the fire-escape like a young monkey,
and the greater part of the crowd stayed in the yard to
watc~ and encourage his efforts to catch the real thief.
Five minutes before. they were ready to follow him to
the police station as a detected criminal, now their feelings
were completely reversd. ·
Such is human nature.
By the time Jack reached the second story the crook had
gained the roof and disappeared.
He knew now that he was being followed once more,
and didn't lose any time in trying to shake off his pursuers.
It didn't take Jack as long to reach the roof 'as it had
the crook.
Athletic exercises and a strong constitution had endowed
him with muscles of steel.
He drew himself up to the cornice, threw his legs over
the edge of the roof and in a moment he was looking about
him for the fleeing rascal.
Tbe fellow was kneeling down beside a scuttle, four
houses away, trying to get it open, but it firmly resisted
his efforts.
·
Jack started for him, certain that at last he had him
cornered.
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The crook saw him approaching, jumped to his feet, drew
a small revolver and pointed it at the boy.
"Go back, or I'll shoot you!" he cried in a threaten!ng
tone.
J a.ck leaped behind a chimney.
The bricks around the mouth of it were loose.
He grabbed one of them and then peered around the, corner of his shelter.
The crook had succeeded in kicking the scuttle open, and
was now almost through it, only his head and shoulders appearing above the edge.
Quick as a flash Jack launched the brick at him.
It struck him on the head.
The pistol fell from his hand and 'rattled on the roof,
while the thief himself disappeared through the hole as if
he had lost his grip and fallen. .
Jack seized the revolver and looked down through the
scuttle.
,
The fellow fay in a heap about eight feet bel<>w; but it
was so dark that the boy couldn't make out things clearly.
"I've got l}.im now, sure," he breathed a he let himself
down into the opening and started to descend the stairs.
Before he reached the bottom, the crool(Irecovered from
the shock he had received, and springing tcf1his feet dashed
into a room, the door of which, in CiefHlt Bf lock and key,
he began to barricade with a table and some chairs.
It was a minute or two before Jack caught on to the
way he had vanished.
Then he jumped for the door and' tried the handle.
It opened a few inches under the weight of his shoulder.
Jack pushed harder against it and the table began to
yield inch by inch.
..,.
Looking into the room he saw the crook getting out
through a back window into the open window of a house
at right angles to it.
"I'll get him if it takes me the rest of the day," cried
Jack, determinedly.
Getting a purchase on the side of the door he exerted all
of his strength and the barricade went to pieces.
In a moment he was at the window himself and following the trail of the rascal into the odjoining building.
Passing through the room, which was quite bare, for
the building was unoccupied , he dashed out into the corridor and then he heard the footsteps of the thief two floors
below, taking the stairway two steps at a time.
"I know a better way than that," grinned Jack, straddling the banister and sliding down to the next floor like a.
fl.ash.
He repeated this performance at each staircase, and
reached the ground floor in time to find the crook in the
act of forcing the street door with a small jimmy.
"Surrender!" roared the boy, darting at him.
The thief, driven into a corner, turned furiously upon
him and grappled with him,
They went to tbe floor with a crash, and it was a case
of rough house between them.

14

BEATING THE BROKERS.

The crook was just as active as his opponent, but he
was not as strong. .
Jack managed to get on top, and once there he held
his .advantage.
"Now will you give in?" he said.
The fellow glared up at him.
"I'd like to kill you!" he panted.
"I don't think you'll get · the chance. What did you
steal that satchel for?"
"Yah !" snarled the fellow, niaking a sudden but fruitless effort to unseat his captor.
Jack grabbed his hands -and held them tightly.
He wished somebody would come and help him secure the
rascal.
But nobody came, not even the policeman, and he did not
see how he could manage to secure the sharp-featured
young man alone.
'
"Why don't you do something?" sneered the crook, with
a wicked grin. "You dassent get off me. I'm ready to
stay this way all night."
"I'm waiting }or the officer to track us here, then your
name will be mud."
"Can't I makei a deal1with you?" asked the rascal after
a minute or so1f1,' ~ "
"No, you can1t, '?., /' ;~
"What's the matter with me and you dividing the swag
between us. We've got' lots ·of chance. I'll .bet there's a
wad of money in that bag. What do you say?"
"What do you think I am P" cried Jack, indignantly.
"I think you're a fool. The only way to get on in this
world is to take all you can get your hands on. People
are doing that every day and are keeping out of jail, too."
"That's more luck than you'll have, for you'll be sent
up the river for this job."
"I ain't in the Tombs yet," growled the rascal.
"Oh, you'll be th.ere before dark."
"Not unless somebody else comes to back you up."
Jack was beginning to think that the officer was a long
time finding out the way they had gone.
Sitting astride of the rascal was becoming rather monotonons, and he wished he could hit upon some method of securing his hands.
At that moment he heard a sound of steps far up in
the building.
The crook heard it, too, and he didn't like it, for he recommenced his struggles to escape from his captor.
Jack for the next few minutes had all he could do to
hold him.
When the fellow finally gave up quite exhausted, the
sound of heavy footsteps was plainly to be heard descending the flight above.
.
"Hello!" yelled Jack. "Come here."
"Hello!" replied a voice, and the footsteps came quicker.
In a few moments the policeman appeared upon the
scene.
"You've got him, have you?" exclaimed th~ officer.

"I've been all over the next house and couldn't find a sign
of either of you."
"I've been sitting on him for the last fifteen minutes.
I'm mighty glad you have shown up at last."
"Well, let him up now. I'll attend to him."
J ac~ got off his perch and stood up while the policeman
collared the crook.
"How are we going to get out of here?" asked Jack.
"That chap was trying to force the door when I caught
him."
"Pick up that jimmy and see if you can't complete the
job," said the officer.
Jack tried the steel implement on the door, and soon got
the flimsy old lock to yield.
Then he picked up the stolen satchel and followed the
cop and his prisoner out on to the sidewalk.
The crook hacl.n't given up all hope even then.
Suddenly he wrenched his arm loose, tripped the officer
and was off like a shot.
The policeman gave chase up the street, the crook dodged
around the comer, and Jack lost sight of them both.
"Well, I'm not going to follow them~ I'll take this
satchel to the safe deposit company, leave it there, and go
on to my office."
He told his story to one of the officials at the vaults, left
his name and business address and returned to Wall Street.
Mr. Newell was just going home, and naturally his first
question was:
"What detained you so long, Jack?"
Then the boy told his s"b:>ry all over again.
"Well, J«U've had quite -a, strenuous time of it, upon
my word. You'll be.in the papers again to-morrow morning. Really, you're getting to be quite a public character,"
he said, smiling.
Mr. Newell was right.
Th.e story of the daring theft in broad daylight on lower
Broadway was printed the following morning, together
with Jack's part
in the affair, as detailedI by him to the
.
safe deposit company's official.
1
The thief, however, had' managed to get clean off.
The value of the property in the satchel was given at
$50,000 worth of Government coupon bonds and $5,000 in
~~

.

On the following afternoon the lady, whose name was
Knight, visited Mr. Newell's otlice and expressed her gratitude to Jack for saving her property, at the same time insisting that he accept $1,000 as a token of her appreciation.
He protested that he didn't want any reward for what
he had done, but he had to take it just the same, and Mrs.
Knight also gave him an invitation to call upon her at
her home in Madison Avenue.
CHAPTER IX
THE BOOMING OF A STOCK.

"Well, I never saw such blind luck as you a~e h~~ing,
Jack Warner," said Sam Holland that evening, when he
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called at his friend's house ancl Jack showed him the ten
one hundred dollar bills that Mrs: Knight had given him
fur saving her satchel with its valuable contents. ''Money
seems to be raining in your direction. I wish I was half
as lucky as you. What are you going to do with all that
boodle?"
"What am I going to do with it? Well, I'll t'ell JOU,
Sam. With this and the hundred dollars I got the other
day I'm goihg to buy mother 150 more shares of St. L. &
S F~, making her holdings 200 shares altogether, and I'm.
going to buy Sis forty shares more, making her's fifty. I
shaH have to pay at least 56 for the stock; as that is what
it is going at now."
"You must have a lot of confidence itl that stock to buJ
more of it at 56," said Sam. "Do you think it will go as
high as 60 ?"
"Yes, and higher."
"Say, how much have you got of it anyway-I mean
yourself?"
"That is one of the secrets I'm not giving away."
"You might tell me."
J aek shook his head.
"I haven't even told mother. I don't believe m spreading my business around, even to my best friends. I advise
you to follow the same principle. It pays."
"That's all right, if you haven't got confid<:!nce in a persen, but--"
"Don't mistake me, Sam. i :ve got all the confidence
in the world in you; but a rule is a rule. 'rhatls my way
of t1oilig business, artd I want to stick to it."
Just then Jennie came ihto the room, in het company
clothes, as Jack called it, and greeted Sam warmly, and
he :Soon forgot all about stocks in the fascination of her
presence.
The Warners did not enjoy the luxury of a piano, though
they. expected to get one in the near future if things prospered.
Jack, however, piayed the banjo with some skill, and. he
accompanied. his sister's voice while she sang some of the
late popular airs.
The boys had fairly good voices, and joined in all of the
choruses.
~
After they had enjoyed all the music and singing they
cared for, Jack produced a pack of cards and they played
a three-handed game of euchre until it was time for Sam
to go home.
Next day was Saturday.
Jack bought the stock he had spoken to Sam about the
first thing in the morning and got it at 56.
An hour later St. L. & S. F. reached 57, and closed at
noon at 58.
Jack had no knowledge of what Mr. Newell was doing
about this stock, but he readily gues.sed that his boss had
loaded up quite heavily on the strength of the information
he had given him.
There were a good many sales reported in St. L. & S. F.,

11

the bulk of which were purchases made by tl,t'e syndicate
below 56.
The ·stock had prov-ed to b~ more active than they expected at this early stage of the game, and they were compclled to pay a higher price for a big portion of what they
got than they originally intended.
The fact of the matter was Mr. Newell got busy before
they were ready to buy, and he purchased many thousands
of shares at the lowest figure.
This had tho effect of stiffening the market, so that when
the brokers employed by the pool began to buy largely
the price rose steadily.
'They endeavored to offset this by circulating bear rumors
against the stock, and occasionally working a fictitious bear
movement to pull the price down; but they were not very
successful, as the grnei·al tone of the market was bullish,
and any drop in prices was almost immediately followed by
a reaction that ehtled in advancing St. L. & S. F. a full
point or more higher than it was before the slight slump. ·
Both Jack and Sam kept their eyes on the indicator
whenever they got a chance, as they were vitally interested
in the fate of the stock.
l!
Jack had his whole $5,000 at stake," i-Mvested in 1,000
shares, while his mother's and sister's holdings represented·
nearly $1 ,400 more; therefore the failure df this. deal would
be a very serious matter for them all.
It was equally serious to Sain, th1rngh he had ol).ly $265
invested in 50 shares, for. t)l.at amount represented almost
the sum total of his capital.
As for Mr. Newell, he had invested in 20,000 shares, at
an average price of 50, and a sudden slump in the stock
would hit him pretty hard.
He had to watch the market pretty keenly as the price
rose, in order t-0 decide when he ought to sell, for, of course,
he had no idea at ~hat point the syndicate would detiJe
to take profits, which they would do very carefully in order
not to disturb prices.
The same issue was up to Jack and Satn.
If they waited too long they were likely to see their expected profits vanish like mist before the morning sun.
Sam relied on Jack to give him the tip as soon as he
had decided to sell out, and Jack had promised to do so
over the 'phone.
The syndicate having gathered in all the stock they
cared to take voluntarily, began to boom St. L. & S. F. in
earnest by such ways that are familiar to the sharp trader
of Wall Street.
Then began a scene 'of mad excitement on the part of
many brokers to get some of this stock which a little while
before they had had no use for.
The public, too, attracted by the general rise all along
tha line, rushed into the ~treet and flooded their brokers
with orders to buy, and a large pb.rt <>f these orders called
for St. L. & S. F.
Scores of brokers, who had little confidence that St. L.
& S. F. would maintain its rising tendency, sold many
thousand shares of the stock, to be delivered at a subse•
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quent time, in the hope of getting them, when they were
wanted, at a lower price.
It was always a great risk making such sales. •
All the brokers in the Street were excited over the situatio.n, while those on the floor of the Exchange acted like
a lot of howling maniacs.
As everybody wanted some shares of St. L. & S. F.,
under the impression that it was bound to go to par, and
as the supply did not seem equal to the demand, the stock
went up kiting, sometimes taking a jump of a whole point
at a time.
The most wonderful rumors were afloat regarding the
road, and everybody was talking about its new prospects.
The most conservative brokers, however, were shy o.f
putting their good money into the stock, for they scented
underneath it all the operations of a pool, and they knew
that nine-tenths of the stories about the road were pure
fabrications, got up to deceive the public, whose surplus
capital was what the brokers were really after.
Lucius Treadwell, Nelson Bunner and William Fletcher,
who were directing the operations of the pool, took pa.ins
to let it be known that they were not particularly interested in St. L. & S. F.
Their known assistants on the floor of the Exchange let
it severely alone, but there were other alert traders working in their interests, who were prepared to support the
stock whenever it appeared to flag, and by buying right
and left at certain times give it another upward'boost.
A whole week of feveri sh activity passed, and St. L. & S.
F. han been forced up to 80.
All the brokers' offices were working overtime.
The big office buildings in Wall and Broacl streets, Exchange place, and lower Broadway, were lit up after dark
like the newspaper offices in Park Row.
The New street clearing house was hours behind in its
work, in spite of an €iJ{tra force of clerks working away in
their shirt sleeves.
Mrs. Warner and Jennie were much \!Xcitecl as the stock
advanced higher each clay, and were building all ·sorts of
castles in the air with the profits Jack had so far figured
to their crec1i t.
'
Jack's mother was at this time $5,000 ahead of the
game, while Jennine was over $1,200 to the good.
As for Jack himself, he stood to win $30,000.
"Do you think the stock will go to par, Jack?" asked
his sister Sunday morning at breakfast.
"It may, but I doubt it. At any rate, I don't mean to
risk it myaelf. I'm thinking of getting out from under
to-morrow, and, of course, taking yours and mother's
profits at the same time. This is an awful risky game
to play, sis, especially for a fellow like me, who can't devote all his attention to watching the market. I'm $30,000
ahead on this deal, and I guess I ought to be satisfied."
"My, you're a rich boy!" she exclaimed, delightedly.
"I am on paper. If I can realize my winnings before
the inevi.table break comes I shall be well fixed in reality,
a·ncl so will you and mother, Mr in addition to your profits
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I mean to let you have your proportions of that $1,100 I
invested last for you both."
"Aren't you a good son and brother!" exclaimed Jenni~,
enthusiastically, rushing around the table and giving him
a hug and several kisses.
"Thanks, sis. I try to be. I think it brings a fellow
good luck to be good to his folks, especially to his mother.
A boy's best friend is his mother, they say, and I've got
the best little mother in the world. Next to her comes
you, sis. I know you think there's no one like me, unless
it's Sam Holland."
"You good-for-nothing boy!" she cried, blushing furiously, and clapping her hand over his mouth, while he
chuckled to beat the band.
As for Mrs. Warner, she felt deeply grateful that God
had blessed her with.two such obedient and loving children
as .Tack and Jennie.
CHAPTER X.
JACK MAKES A DANDY HAUL

ou·r

OF ST. L. &

s.

F.

St. L. & S. F. opened at 81 1-8 on Monday, with the
excitement still unabated.
The brokers were still being flooded with outside orders
to buy the stock, which now held public attention above
anything else.
Lots of brokers, too, who had sold short on ten-day
deliveries, were madly hustling to get enough of it to fill
their eng~gements and prevent further loss.
Nelson Bunner and Lucius Treadwell were, metaphorically speaking, shaking hands with themselves.
So was William Fletcher.
Each of them saw a million in sight, and were proportionately elated.
The same feeling extended to the other members of the
pool, who were already counting the profits they were soon
to take.
It didn't matter to them that hundreds of confiding outsiders would probably lose every dollar .of their margins
in the ultimate crash when the syndicate withdrew its
support from 1Jie stock.
It didn't cause them any sleepless nights to think that
their profits would be made up of money earned by hard
years of labor and economy; or perhaps money held in
trust for widows ancl orphans and recklessly exploited by
unprincipled trustees for their personal advantage ; or
maybe small sums abstracted by clerks and office boys in
their effort to get rich quick.
Such little things as that didn't worry the sharp speculators of Wall Street.
The public was their oyster.
If the public was foolish enough to bring its savings
to Wall Street, in th~ hope of making easy money, it must
take the consequences.
J
That's the way the brokers argue.
Jack was kept so busy that day that be didn't get a
chance to attend to the matter of selling his stock.
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Once he went to the telephone to send word to the
bank to sell him out, but Mr.· Newell was in the booth, and
he .didn't get another chance.
In the meantime St. L. & S. F. continued to go up, and
closed for the day at 85.
· Jack didn't get any lunch that day till after the Exchange had closed.
Neither did Sam Holland.
Sam was jubilant over the rise of the stock in which he
'
was so vitally interested.
"I'm $1,600 aliead," he cried that afternoon, :lancing
around Jack like a crazy Indian. " Think of that, Jack !
Sixteen hundred silver dollars all in a line-how far would
they reach? Oh, if I "only had a thousand shares of St. L.
& S. F. at this moment ! I'd open an office for myself
to-morrow. I'd buy cream s~da for every girl stenographer
in the Street. I'd- - "
"You'd do lots of foolish things, wouldn't you?" grinned
his friend.
"I'd make things hum, bet your life!"
"I'm sorry to see that a little breeze of prosperity makes
you act like a lunatic."
"Can't help it. Never had so much money in my life
"
before."
cool down."
just
so
"You haven't got it yet,
"What !" exclaimed Sam, suddenly turning pale and
gasping. " You don't mean to say there's any chance of
my not getting it?"
"A fellow can never tell where he's at in Wall Street
until he has the dough right in his fist. Five minutes after
the Exchange opens to-morrow morning St. L. & S. F.
may go plumb to pieces."
"Good gracious ! D9 you mean that?"
"Sure !"
"You take it mighty cool yourself. Have you sold out?"
suspiciously.
Jack shook his head.
"It would be blamed mean if you had without letting
me know as you promise<! to do."
"I always stand by my promises, Sam. I had determined to sell to-day, and went to the 'phone to communicate with both you and the bank, but the boss was using
the wire at the time, and I ' ve been too busy since to get
another chance."
"I've been standing on my head all day with business,
too," said Sam. "Well, are you going to sell to-morrow?"
"Yes, if I can get the chance. In fact, I've got so much
at stake I'm going to make the chance somehow. I advise
you now to sell the first thing in the morning."
"Don't you think the stock will go higher?"
"Yes. I should not be surprised to see it go to 90 or
over; but it's too risky for us to chance it. Sell out, Sam
-sell to-morrow morning without fail."
"I'll do it. It would break my heart to lose that $1,GOO
when I've figured out in my mind what I'm going to do
with most of it."
"That's right. Remember, I sha'n't notify you again."

"f\11 right. I'll cash in at once. We'll go to a show
at my expense to-morrow night, if you say so," he said,
with a grin.
Sam did sell his fifty shares soon after the Exchange
opened next morning, and he 'phoned the fact to Jack five
minutes afterward.
"Lucky boy!" breathed Jack, as he hung up the ·receiver, only to take it down again to communicate with
~
his bank.
"Is this the Manba'ttan National Bank? ..m right. I
want to talk to Mr.. Bates."
There was a pause, and then a voice said: "Hello!
Who is it?"
"I'm Jack Warner. I want you to sell every share of
St. L. & S. F. that you are holding for me, and do it at
once. It's 87 1-4 now."
"All right," came back the reply, and Jack hung up
the receiver with a feeling of intense relief. "I don:'t care
if it goes to par. I'm satisfied with what I'll get out
'
of it."
And well he might be, for his 1,000 shares at the market price would net him a profit of $37 per share ; that
is, -$37,000.
•
He had bought fifty shares for his mother at 53, and 150
more at 56, so her profit would be about $6,350.
, His sister's sl).arell, ten of which he had purchased at
53, and forty at 56, would turn her in, say, $1,580.
Thus the Warner family had cleared about $46,000 on
the deal, while Sam Holland's profits were $1,700.
As events proved, it was lucky for them that they got
out when they did, for Mr. Newell was preparing to throw
.
his big holdings on the market .that morning.
Jack's employer had been very cautious in his purchases
of St. L. & S. F. stock, as, for reasons of his own, he did
not want the pool to know that he was acquiring a large
amount of it.
Nelson Bunner and Lucius Treadwell, ho~vever, in the
course of the manipulation of the stock, found reason to
suspect that some broker outside of the syndicate had
bought heavily of St. L. & S. F., and as they feared he
would dump it on the market unexpectedly, and thereby
jeopardize the interests of the pool, they set to work to
try and find out who this broker was.
This was not an easy matter to do, but by persistent
inquiry they succeeded in tracing a good many sales to
Dwight Newell-more than 15,000 shares, in fact-so they
came to the conclusion that he was the man to be feared.
It puzzled them how he had got on to the purpose of
the syndicate, which he had refu sed to join.
They were very angry, a] so, to think that he expected
to reap a rich haul possibly at their expense.
Calling Fletcher into consultation, they explained the
situation to him, and the three crafty traders put their
heads together in order to defeat Newell's object.
"I'll bet he's getting ready to dump hi.s shares on the
market and do us up if he can," said Bunner, angrily.
\
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"It would give him a heap of satisfaction to beat us at
our own game."
"The worst of it is, w~ don't know how much he has,"
said Treadwell, knitting his brows. "We've traced about
15,000 shares to him, but he may have double that quantity, and at present prices we simply couldn't fake it a1L"
"In which case the pool would go to smash," replied
Fletcher with an oath.
"It certainly would," answered Bunner. "I move that
we start in to realize at once, in small lots, of course, so
8"1 not to upset the market."
"And what about Newell?" asked Flatcher.
"Treadwell and I will watch him, and try to block his
~ffort to sell. The chances are in this case he won't use
the telephone, as that is always a dangerous vehicle where
secrecy is desirable. He'll send his orders by that confidential kid of his-Jack Warner. You know him."
"Yes," nodded Fletcher. ''He's one of the smartest messenger boys in the Street. He's got the reputation of the
boy who can't be done."
"So I've heard," sneered Bunner. "Well, we'll see if
he can be done or not. If he starts out to deliver a. message at the Exchange to-day Treadwell and I will sidetrack
1
him."
"Look out that you don't get into trouble: Nelson."
"Don't worry about us, Fletcher. Lucius and I are
about as slick as they come, eh, Treadwell?"
He gave his companion a dig in the ribs that brought
forth a chuckle.
The clock was now close upon ten, and the conference
broke up? Treadwell and Bunner going off together.
It was nearl:y noon, and about half an hour after Jack
had sold his holdings in St. L. & S. F., that Mr. Newell,
after watching the indi~ator closely for twenty minutes,
called Jack into his private office.
"Take this note to Jarboe at the Exchange, and put it
into his hands :yourself. It is a matter of the utmost importance, and you had better get ther~ as soon as possible.
Don't let anything delay you, and look out that you're
not intercepted. I've just received word that Bunner and
Treadwell have been making certain inquiries in relation
to St. L. & S. F. stock-the road the pool is interested. in.
If they have traced enough to me their suspicions will be
aroused, and I don't want any trouble with them. The
success of my plans depends on you getting that note to
Jarboe with as little delay as possible."
"You can depend on me, sir," replied Jack, resolutely.
"I am sure I can. In any case I must. Now go, and
let me see how quick you can get back."
Jack seized his hat and was off down stairs Hke a shot.

Bunner grabbed him by the arm.
"Where the Dickens are you running to?" demanded
Bunner, in pretended indignation. "Can't you see where
you're g~ing ?"
"I beg your pardon," replied Jack, disconcerted that
it should be ' Mr. Bunner that he had once more butted
into.
"What shall we do with him?" asked Bunner of his companion. "This is an old trick of his. We ought to teach
him a lesson, don't you think, Trea'iwell ?"
"Sure," replied Tread well, grabbing Jack's other arm.
"It's about time young cubs like him were taught good
manners."
"Here l here !" objected Jack, "I'm in a great hurry !"
"You're always in a great hurry-too much of a hurry,"
chuckled Bunner, as the two brokers began to lead. him
clown Wall Street toward Pearl street.
"Let me go!" cried the boy, struggling with tll.efu. ·
"Sure we will, after we've taken a little of the speed but
of your pedal e>..iremities."
"You hayen't any right to detain me."
'fWho says we haven't? You're only a messenger b()y.
But we're not going to hurt you-just going to show you
how we did certain things at Yale to chaps like you wheh
we were not much older than you."
·
Treadwell signaled a c:tb.
As the cab drew up altmgsidl:! th~ cutb and Bunner
reached for the door handle, Jack, who begl!.n to suspect
theit object, got desperate.
/
He wrenched his arm away from Treadwell by a great
effort, then blttted Bunnet in the stomach with his head
and finding himself free, darted back up Wall Street like'
a deer.
In a moment Nelson Bunner and Luciu& Tread\\rell were
after him.
They were no mean runners, either.
They had both been champion sptihters at YU.le ln their
day, and the pace they soori attained shbwed Jack that
he would find it very difficult to avoid recapture.
'r'Hi ! hi!" yelled Bunner. "Head that boy off P'
Several pedestrians, thinking thl:! boy had tldti.e something wrong, tried to do so.
Jack avoided them by dodging arountl them or under
their arms.
The cries of the brokers sobn· had the street ln an uproat.
As Jack neared the corner of Broad street a detective
in plain clothes, who was standing near the banking house
of J. P. Morgan & Co., tried to catch him.
But the boy was keyed up .to his best now, and knowing
the importance of his reaching the Exchange as soon as
CHAPTER XI.
possibie, he was determined no one should stop him, at
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any cost.
As he dashed out on the sidewalk he fairly ran into NelThe detective was an active man, and on to all the dodges
son Bunner and Lucius Treadwell, who were watching the of fleeing persons seeking to avoid capture.
entrance to the building.
But Jack, finding it impossible to avoid him, suddenly
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dived right between his legs and upset him in the middle
of the street.
While Jack was also floundering about in an effort to regain his feet, Bunner and Treadwell came up and tried
to secure him, aided by several other spectators of the
chase.
But the boy wriggled out of their clutches like an eel,
and was off down Broad street like a young cyclone, with
the two brokers close upon his heels.
They pressed him so hard that Jack had to zigzag from
one side to the other to avoid their outstretched arms.
At last, after leading his pursuers a lively chase, he suddenly turned and darted for the door of the Stock Exchange.
"Stop him ! Stop that boy !" roared the two brokers, as
Jack crossed the sidewalk, dodging a score of pedestrians.
ans.
But it was too late to stop him now.
He slid through the door and thence on to the floor
of the Exchange, in spite of the Cerebrus at the gate, and
' rushed over to the St. L. & S. F. corner, where he saw Mr.
Jarboe standing on the fringe of an excited crowd of gesticulating and perspiring brokers.
"Here you are, Mr. Jarboe," cried Jack, grabbing the
broker unceremoniously by the arm. "A note from Mr.
Newell. Very important."
He pressed the envelope into the gentleman's hand.
As Mr. Jarboe tore it open Jack glided toward the New
street entrance, where he ought to have entered, brushed
past the surprised gate-keeper, ancl ran out into the street.
He was pretty well blown by this time, ancl trembling
from the reaction of his great run; but h.e was so thoroughly delighted with his success in beating the two brokers
out that he felt like executing an Indian w¥ dance.
"I'll bet they're m·ad as a pair of angry hornets," he
chuckled, gleefully. "But, jingo! they can run some! I've
never seen anything to beat them, except myself, just now,
and I only did it by a hair. They must have been hummers
in their day!"
In the meantime, while Jack was beating it for the
office, where Mr. Newell was nervously awaiting his return,
Mr. Jarboe, on the floor of the Exchange,. was following
out his principal's orders.
The first thing he did was to offer a block of 5,000 shares
of St. L. & S. F. at 90, the market figme at the moment.
The syndicate's representative found he had to take it
in, and he did so.
Five minutes afterward Mr. Jarboe let out another 5,000
shares in small lots at 90 1-8, and they were gobbled up
by outsiders.
Shortly afterward he dumped 5,000 more shares in one
lot, and it was up to the pool to take it in or go to the
wall.
They took it, though it staggered them.
Then Mr. Jarboe launched his final bunch-10,000 shares
-on the market.
That was the last straw.
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'J;'he syndicate reeled under the shock and threw up their
hands.
In a moment the floor of the Exchange was in a wild
uproar.
The brokers saw the market was going to pieces, and
they made frantic efforts to sell St. L. & S. F., as well as
other stocks which had been affected by the general rise.
But nobody wa_nted to buy.
Then, like the immortal Humpty Dumpty, who slipped
off the wail and came tumbling to the ground, so St. L.
& S. F., groggy and beaten, got on the toboggan, and great
was the panic and consternation which ensued.
Hats were smashed, clothes torn, ties scattered about,
and collars wilted under the heat of the rout.
The bears were taking full advantage of the situation
to jump upon the staggering market and push it down and
out.
The uproar was tremendous, and could be heard out on
the street.
The telegraph instruments clicked furiously, carrying the
terrible news broadcast, not only to the financial district,
but all over.town.
The great army of hitherto jubilant lambs were thrown
into the depths of despair.
The money they had carried to Wall Street, in fond
expectation of doubling or trebling, was doomed, as usual,
to stay in that speculative maelstrom.
And what of Lucius Treadwell and his partners in the
enterprise, Nelson Bunner and William Fletcher?
They were making desperate efforts to stem the tide of
defeat.
But as well might they have tried to stop the North
River from fl.owing back to the sea.
They were not in it even a little bit, and at last they
threw up their hands in despair and withdrew from the
scene of .carnage to figure up their losses and make their
peace as best they could with the other unfortunate members of the bursted pool.
It was an awful cold day for some people.
· But not so with Dwight Newell.
He had watched the assault on the enemy with interest,
for even before Jack tu.med up, the report of a sale of
5,000 shares of St. L. & S. F. on the ticker told the shrewd
old broker that his representative had received his note
and had opened fire on the syndicate.
Then came the rapid-fire sales of small lots; then another
block of 5,000, and finally the 10,000 bunch which hacl
snowed the pool under.
Then the market went to smash, and Newell, with a
chuckle, returned to his private office to greet Jack as he
rushed in.
The boy told his story of the efforts of Bunner and
Treadwell to catch and detain him, and how he had succeeded in eluding them.
"It was a put-up job on you, Jack," chuckled Mr. New~11 . "I can see through the whole scheme. B.v Georp:e !
You're a wonder! So you actually outran tho~e men ! Why
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Bunner, when he was at Yale, held the record for 300
yards, while Treadwell was also a crack sprinter of the
:q_rst magnit~de."
"Oh, they can run ail right," grinned the boy. "But
of course they're out of practice. Otherwise, my name
would have bwn Tim Flynn."
"Jack, you're all to the good, and to show my appreciation of your service to-day I'm going to present you with
another thousand dollars."
"No, sir; I must respectfully decline to accept it."
"Decline to accept $1,000 !" exclaimed Mr. Newell, in
amazement.
"Yes, sir."
" May I ask why? I never heard of a boy, or a man,
riiher, for that matter, refusing money."
" Certainly, sir. Because I have just cleared $37,000 off
tliis St. L. & S. F. deal."
"You've done what?" gasped' the astonished broker.
J ack repeated his statement, adding that his mother and
sister had also mad e $9,000 more.
"Why, where did you get your capital to operate with?"
"I had $3,000, and you gave me $2,000. I put every
cent of it up on margin at an average of $50 a share. That
gave me a call on 1,000 shares, which I sold this morning
at 87 1-4, making a profit of 37 1-4 per share, less commissions and other charges."
"Well, you are the limit, Jack!"
"I put in $265 of mother's and $53 of sister's at 53.
'l'hen I invested that $100 I got for returning the milliondollar check to the trust company, and the $1,000 Mrs.
Knight presented me with for saving her bonds and money
from that thief, for mother and sis, at 56. I That's how
they caJne to realize the $9,000."
"And on top of it all you beat those brokers and made
it possible for me to cle~r a quarter of a million. Jack,
you're the smartest boy in the Street."
CHAPTER XII.
IN WHICH JACK PREVENTS THE CONSUMMATION OF A
TRAGEDY.

William Fletcher was the hardest hit man by the collapse ot the pool, because his capital was the least of those
in the combine.
For a day or two he went around uttering all kinds of
threats against Mr. Newell, who he asserted was the cause
of his ruin.
Of course his words were carried to Mr. Newell by
friendly brokers, who advised the successful trader to be
on the lookout for Fletcher, lest the fellow, in his rage,
might do him an injury.
Mr. Newell was inclined to regard Fletcher's threats
lightly.
He had met angry and disgruntled brokers many times
before, and they had never done him any harm.
However, he mentioned the matter to Jack, and told him
not to admit Fletcher if he called in a fighting mood.

Next day Fletcher did call, but Jack happened to be
out.
"Is Mr. .Newell in?" he asked of the stenographer, who
was coming out of the private office with her note-book
in her hand.
Of course Bessie knew that Mr. Newell was in, but she
didn't know whether her employer cared to see his visitor, so she said:
"I'll see, sir. What name shall I say?"
"Never mind," he said, brushing by her rudely. "I'll see
for myself," and he rushed into the private office and c.on-•
fronted the broker, with blood in his eye.
He looked dangerous, and Mr. Newell didn't like his
appearance at all.
"Well, what can I do for you, Mr. Fletcher ?" he asked,
in a conciliatory tone, on the principle that the easiest way
is the best.
"I want you to make good my losses in St. L. & S. F ., do
you understand, Newell? You have wiped out over $100,000 of my good money by dumping that last block of 10,000
.sharr.s on the market at a critical moment. You had no
right to unload 'SO suddenly. You ought to have disposed
of your shares without creating a panic and bringing ruin
to myself and others. Do you hear me, sir?"
The speaker thumped his big fist down on the broker's
desk with a force that made the ink dance in its well.
"See here, Fletcher, you're unreasonable," began Mr.
Newell, but the other interrupted him with an oath.
"I want your check for $100,000 made out to my order.
You can afford it, for I guess you've made half a million
out of that deal. I want that check now, and I'm going
to have it, too, or know the reason why not," he blustered,
in a menacin~ tone.
"I don't see why I should make good your losses," replied Mr. Newell, calmly. "You and your associates had
even a better chance than I to reap a harvest. You knew
just what you were going to do, while I had to guess at
your intentions in order to avoid being caught. It simply
happened that I guessed right."
"Look here, Newell, how did you manage to get ·on to
that stock, anyhow?"
"You'll have to excuse me answering that question,.
Fletcher. ~t isn't a fair one for you to ask. You know
everything is :fair in Wall Street if you play the game
squarely."
"Well, you didn't play the game squarely !" cried the
angry man. "It was a reckless thing to dump such a block
of stock on the market at one time. You've ruined a
thousand people, curse you, but I'm not going to let you
ruin me!"
The man was intensely excited, and Mr. Newell tried in
vain to pacify him.
It was at this moment that Jack Warner returned :from .
an errand to the Mills building.
He heard Fletcher's voice raised in :furious menace, and
·although he didn't recognize the man's voice, and conse7
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quently did not know that Fletcher was in the private
office, he suspected that all was not well in there.
He thought that he was justified in listening at the
door, and the first sentence he heard almost made his hair
rise.
"I don't want any further talk on the subject!" said
Fletcher, hotly. "I want what I came here for-a check
for $100,000. Give it to me at once, or by the living jingo
I'll blow the whole top of your head off with this revolver!"
,
"My heaven, Fletcher!" he heard Mr. Newell cry. "Do
you mean to shoot me?"
That was enough for Jack.
The visitor was Fletcher, and his employer's life was
in danger.
It was up to him to do something.
There was a heavy round ruler on the window sill, which
Jack had been using before he went out.
He snatched this up and entered the private office without any ceremony.
He saw Fletcher pointing the revolver within an inch
of Mr. Newell's head.
Without a word he struck him a heavy blow on the arm,
and the weapon dropped to the carpet, while the irate
broker uttered a loud cry of pain, for the Boy had hurt"
his arm severely.
Jack snatched up the revolver, and covering Fletcher
with it, said:
"Sit down, or I'll put a ball into you!"
Of course, Jack had no intention of shooting the man
if he could help it, but he fancied the bluff would work,
and it did.
Fletcher glared at him, as if it would have affordec~
hiIQ the greatest satisfaction to strangle the determinedlooking boy, and then he sat down, nursing his injured
arm with his other~and.
"Shall I send for an officer, 'Mr. Newell?" Jack said,
calmly, never removing his eye or the muzzle oi the weapon
from the visitor.
"No," replied the broker. "Let him go, if he will take
his departure peacefully. I don't wish to involve him in
forther trouble."
"You heard what Mr. Newell said?" spoke up the boy,
significantly. "Allow me to show you the door."
"Give me my revolver," demanded Fletcher, surlily, as
he rose to his feet.
"No," replied J aclf. "You are not in a condition to
be trusted with dangerous weapons. I will bring it to
your office to-morrow."
Fletcher saw that the advantage ·was all against him,
so he walked to the door.
"You haven't heard the last of this, Dwight Newell!"
he hissed. "You have ruined me, and I will have revenge
if it takes me months to reach you."
Then he strode into the reception-room, and thence out
into the corridor and to the street.
"It is quite possible you have saved my life, Jack," said
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Mr. Newell, with some emotion. "Be certain I shall not
forget it."
"I heard Fletcher threaten to shoot you. He spoke loud
enough to l;>e heard in the counting-room. I thought it my
duty to interfere, and I did. I am glad I was on hand to
be of service to you, sir."
"You're a courageous ·boy in the presence of danger,"
replied the broker, gratefully.
"HQ deserved more than he got from me. Better put
this revolver in youx desk for the present."
"It's an ugly-loking weapon," remarked Mr. Newell,
with a shudder, handling it gingerly, and then putting it
in a drawer of his desk. "I'm afraid Fletcher is a dangerous man when he's aroused. He accused me of ruining
him, and wanted me to make good his losses. If it hadn't
been for you I would have been compelled to write him
the check he wanted in order to save my life."
"How much did he want, sir?"
"One hundred thousand dollars."
"He didn't want much. I think you ought to have him
arrested and bound over to keep the peace."
"No. He will probably see his mistake when he cools
off. I think I will go home now. I don't feel in shape for
doing any more business to-day. Will you walk with me
up as far as the subway station?"
"Y cs, sir." And a few minutes afterward they left the
office together.

CHAPTER XIII.
IN WHICH TEXAS CENTRAL HELPS TO RAISE JACK'S CAPITAL
TO

$70,000.

That evening Sam Holland Cl!-lled at the Warner home.
He had a brand new suit of clothes on, a new watch
chain and a small Malacca cane.
"I see you're beginning to s.pend your wad, Sam," chuckled Jack, looking his friend over critically, from the top
of his new derby to the tips of his patent leathers.
"Ho! A fellow must have new clothes once in a while."
Just then Jennie made her appearance.
"Dear me, how swell you are looking this evening, Mr.
Holland!" she exclaimed., with a roguish smile. "Jack
tells me you have got to be quite a capitalist."
"Oh, I made a few hundreds on that St. L. & S. F. deal
the other day," replied Sam, with apparent indifference, as
if it was the usual tl)ing for him to make money in the
stock market. "I hear that you didn'~ do so bad yourself
in that line, either."
·
"That's true, and all owing to Jack. It's nice to have a
good brother, isn't it?"
"That's what it is," answered Sam. "Your mother made
quite a haul, too."
"A little over $9,000."
"My gracious! I suppose there's no use of my asking
you what you .made on that deal?" he said, turning to
Jack.

22

BEATING THE BROKERS.

"Well, Sam, now that it's all over, I don't mind telling
you that I cleared $37,000."
"You cleared what?" gasped Sam, his eyes starting from
their sockets.
"Thirty-sev en-thousan d dollars," repeated Jack.
"Oh, come off! How could you make all that?"
"I had a thousand shares of St. L. & S. F."
"A thousand shares ! Why, if you had bought at the
very earliest stage of the game the margin would have
' been at least $5,000."
"That's right. That's what the shares cost me."
"But where did you get the $5,000 from?''
"My winnings in the market up to that point were $3,000
and Mr. Newell gave me $2,000 for the St. L. & S. F. tip."
"He gave you $2,000 for the tip! How did you get the
tip?"
"Will you keep your mouth closed on the subject if I
tell you?"
"Sure I will I" replied Sam, whose curiosity was excited.
·
Then Jack told him about his adventure in the V anderpool building, which led to his being_ carried into Mr. Bunner's office.
\ "That's where Nelson Bunner put his foot in it," concluded Jack. ~'That trip-up he gave me has cost him and
his associates in the pool thousands of dollars. It has put
a quarter of a million into Mr. Newell's pockets, and about
$50,000 into our pockets, including your winnings. It was
the most unlucky practical joke.. that Mr. Bunner ever
played in his life, if he only knew it."
"I should say it was," grinned Sam. "Serves him right.
He might have broken your neck."
"It was a n~sty fall. I wouldn't care to take another
one like it even on the cha.nee of another tip."
"So you're worth $37,000 ?" said Sam, looking enviously
at his friend.
"
"Add $5,000 to that please. I got back my margin, you
know."
"Gee whiz I You're a lucky fellow. Going to stay with
Newell?"
"Yes. I'm going to be promoted to the counting-room."
"When?"
"As soon as there's an opening."
"I should think you'd go into business for yourself with
all that money."
"Oh, I'm young yet. There's lots of time to think of
that."
'~If you keep on at this rate you'll be worth a ~million
before you're much older."
"Maybe I will; but I'm not worrying about that."
"I suppose you folks will move into a fine house uptown, now," said Sam. "Old Greenwich Village will be a
bit too slow for you."
"That is for mother to decide. We've lived so many
years in this neighborhood that I don't think she'll be in
a hurry to make a change. It isn't necessary for us to make
a splurge simply because we've made a few dollars."

"I should hate to see you move away," said Sam, with a
side glance at Jennie.
"Oh, we're not going to move right away," said the girl,
with a laugh.
"Glad to know that. Come, Jack, get out your African
harp and let us have a little music."
.Tack accordingly removed the cover from his banjo and
commenced to tune it up.
Mrs. Warner came into the room now, and greeted Sam ·
pleasantly.
"I'm going to have a piano next week," said Jennie.
"I'll have to learn to play on some instrument myself,
or I'll be out in the cold," grinned Sam.
"How would a jewsharp suit you?" laughed Jack.
"Why don't you learn the mandolin, Mr. Holland?'>
asked Jennie, "then you and Jack could play duets."
"I'll think about it," he replied, with a cheerful grin.
"Miss Warner will now oblige with the beautiful ballad,
entitled 'When the Morning Glories Twine Around the
Door,' " he. added, in imitation of the minstrel interlocutor.
Jennie sang the song in her best style, and then Sam
obliged with "Moving Day."
They passed a very pleasant evening, and when the clock
struck ten Sam took his departure.
. Next morning Jack almost ran into brokers Bunner and
Fletcher, who were coming out of a New street cafe.
The latter was considerably under the influence of Ii.
.
quor.
He didn't seem to recognize J a.ck, but Bunner did, and
glared unpleasantly at the boy.
Jack had no desire for an encounter, and hurried on to
the back entrance of the Stock Exchange, where he had
to deliver a note to a certain broker.
Stocks were beginning to recover from the set back they
had received in the recent panic, and the bulls were holding
their heads up once more.
Some of the lambs who had come out on the top of the
heap were bringing their winnings back to the old stand,
like the silly moths that fly around the candle flame till
they singe their wings for good.
Several of these lambs were now to be seen in Mr. Newell's reception-room, looking at the tape, and probably figuring on some new deal.
Mr. Newell was glad to see them, because it ineant more
I
commissions.
He treated them fairly, and, on the whole, sympathized
with them when they lost their money.
He gave them excellent advice when they asked :for it,
but he never volunteered any.
It is an unfortunate fact that, as a rule, the outside
public make no money out of the brokers, while, on the
other hand, the brokers thrive on the public.
Stock gambling is alluring because it requires but little
capital to operate in large ventures.
It is too easy, too rapid, too respectable, and quite too
fatal.
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The topic that was how interesting the street was the
sudden rise in a southwestern stock, brought about by the
consolidation of two railroads.
Jack heard two brokers speaking about it while he was
in the Exchange waiting for an answer to the note he had
caI;ried there.
One told the other that he was sure the stock, which
had been selling at 80, and was now going at 88, would
go to 110 or higher, and his companion agreed with him.
Jack thought their opinions worth considera~itm, especially as the stock was certaihly having a boom.
"I guess I'll take a shy at Texas Central," he mused,
after the gentlemen had gone away. "I can buy a couple
of thousand !3hares for less than $20,000, and that will
leave me ovt:lr $20,000 with which to take care of my margins."
Jack no longer felt nervotls ov\ir his specttlations, as he
had a good capital at his back.
If he operated with due discretion there was ho dangt:ir
of his being wiped out if the stock shouid go the ~tong
way.
So after he had returned to the office he asked permissiort to go out a few ihinutes.
He went directly to the Manhattan National Bank, where
u:n',Jer an arrangeihent mad\! by Mr. N-ewell, he was keeping his money.
He saw Mr. Bates, anci gave him an order to buy 2,000
shares of 'l'exas Central at the market price.
They were bought for him inside of ten minutes for 88.
At lunch hour he met Sam and advised him to buy the
stock.
"Are you buying it?" asked his friend.
"I've just purchased 2,000 shares at 88."
"You think it is safe for me to take a chance at it?"
"I do. The combination of the two roads is an accomplished fac(, and the new stock is guaranteed as a dividend
payer. That should send it to par or over. In fact, I overheard a couple of brokers say that it was almost sure to go
to 110, for freight rates will be advanced since comi>4i1tition
has been stifled. Don't buy more than a hundred sharesi
Sam, then you will have capital enough left to support your
margin."
"All right," replied Sam; perfectly satisfied, and he
bought the 100 shares that afternoon.
Ten days later Texas Central reached 102, and Jack decided to sell.
He sent word to Sam to do likewise; and the result was
Jack cleared $27,500 and Sam about $1,100 on the deal.
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He tore it open, and found a short typewritten note,
which read as follows :
"DEAR NEWELL: Please call at my office right awl1y,
as I have an importantyn atter on hand 1.wish to see Y?u
about. Excuse crude signature, but I hurt my hab.d a while
ago, and I sign this as best I can.
WILLIAM JARBOE."
Mr. Newell studied the note a moment or two, and then
wrote the following reply :

"FRIEND JARBOE : Sorry to hear that you injured your
digit. Will be over in fifteen minutes.
NEWELL."

He put it into an envelope and handed it to the me1;senger boy.
Fifteen minutes later he put on his hat and stepped 'Out·
sicle to the cashier's window.
"I'm going over to Mr. J arboe's office in the Vanderpool
building," he said to his cashier. "When Warner comes
in send him over there."
"Very well, sir," lmsweted the cashier; respectfully1
Then Mr. Newell left his office and headed for Exehange
place.
Ten mihutes later Jack came in.
The cashier called l}im over.
"Mr. Newell has just gone over tel Mr. Jatboe's office,
and he left word that you were to follow him there as soon
as you returned."
"All right, sir," replied the boy; grabbing his hat again
and skipping out of the door.
In the meantime Mr. Newell arrived at the. Vanderpool
building and took the elevator for the sixth floor.
Reaching Mr. J arboe's offi.ce, he asked for that gentleman.
"Mr. Jarboe is out," said the office boy.
"That's funny," temarked Mr. Newell. "I just reeeived
a note from him asking me to eall here otl important business. How long has he been out?"
"About an hour, sir."
"An hour !" exclaimed the broker; clearly puzllled. "I
don't see how that could be."
At that moment the cashier came out of his peL.
"You are Mr. Newell, I 8elieve?" he asked.
"That is my name."
"Mr. Jarboe just sent woi:d that he had arranged to meet
you here at two o'clock. He said I was to tell you when
you came to go to Mr. McGuire's office, room 602, No . Broadway, and you would find him there. He says the
business he wishes to consult you about is o:f the greatest
importance."
•
"Oh, very well," replied Mr. Newell; turning atbund and
CHAPTER XIV.
leaving the office.
No. - Broadway was only a short distance from Ex"YOUR MONEY OR YOUR LIFE !H
change place, so the broker headed for there at once.
Broker Dwight Newell was seated at his desk, busily
The elevator took him up to the top floor! and the eleengaged in studying a mass of figures on a paper before vator man said that Mr. McGuire's office wil.s at the end of
him, when a. D. T. messenger boy brought him an envelope. the second corridor.

24

BEATING THE BROKERS.

"Daniel McGuire, Attorney and Counselor-at-Law," was
painted in plain black letters on the frosted glass of the
door.
Mr. Newell turned the knob and entered.
A stout man was writing at a desk in a meagerly furnished room.
"Is Mr. William Jarboe here ?" asked the broker.
"He stepped out a moment ago, but will be back in a
moment. Please walk into the next room."
He got up and led the way into the adjoining office.
To Mr. Newell's great surprise, he found himself face
to face with William Fletcher and another man who was
a stranger to him.
"Sit down, Mr. Newell," said Fletcher, suavely. "I
want to talk to1you."
"Excuse me, sir," replied the broker, coldly. "I called
here to see Mr. Jarboe. l have no business with you whatever."
"You called to see Mr. Jarboe?" said Fletcher, with a
quiet chuckle. "I am afraid you will be dhia.ppointed then.
That was only a little fiction to entice you up here where
I can have it. out with you without being disturbed."
Mr. Newell saw through the scheme like a flash.
"I presume you call this the act of a gentleman!" he
said, an indignant flush mantling his face.
"I don't let a little thing like that stand in my way
when I wish to accomplish an object," grinned Fletcher,
half insolently.
"And what may be your object, sir?"
"Take a chair and I will tell you."
"No, sir! I will have nothing whatever to do with you!"
He turned to the door to leave the room.
It was locked, with the key on the other side.
"What does this mean?" demanded the broker, angrily.
"It means that you are locked in here with us, and must
listen to what we have to say to you."
"I demand that the door be opened so that ·I can pass
out!"
"I shall have to refuse your request. Don't be alarmed.
No harm is intended if you will only act reasonable."
"I decline to have any dealings with you at all, sir!"
"I am sorry you take that stand. I called on you at your
office more than a week ago, and asked you to make good
my losses in St. L. & S. F. You refused. I think you
would have changed your mind if your messenger hadn't
turned up most inopportunely and let you out of a tight
box. Presuming that you wouldn't receive me again, I
decided to meet you on the outside, somewhere where we
could come to an agreement without fear of any interruption."
·
"I will come to no agreement with you at all, sir l Open
that door!"
"That is impossible for me to do. The key is on the other
side."
Mr. Newell realized that he had been neatly trapped.
"I see you have unfairly got me in your power, but I
warn you, sir, it will cost you dear!"

· "I am prepared to take the chances of that," retorted
Fletcher, his black eyes glittering like those of a snake.
"Now, I will tell you what I want of you. Had you given
me the check I asked you for the other day that would
have settled our account. You refused to do it, so as it will
be necessary for me to make myself scarce after this little affair, I have raised the limit to a quarter of a million
-the amount I judge you made out of the ruin of the
syndicate. There is a blank check on the Manhattan National Bank. Fill it in for $250,000, making it payable
to my order, and sign it. This gentleman will take it to
the bank and get the money. If there is anything wrong
about the check, or you refuse to fill it out as I have directed, you will never leave this room alive!"
Thus speaking, Fletcher drew a navy revolver from his
pocket and placed it on the table.
"Don't imagine I'm not in deadly earnest, for I am. You
ruined me by dumping that last 10,000 shares of St. L. & S.
F. on the market, which the pool was unable to take. You
did it to knock us out, and you must pay the piper for
doing' so. I'm going to have that money or your life! That's
all there is to it !"
The cold and deliberate way in which he spoke convinced
Mr. Newell that he was face to face with a grave peril.
How was he going to evade the issue?
CHAPTER XV.
HOW JACK CAME TO THE RESCUE OF MR. NEWELL.

Jack Warner, on his way to Mr. Jarboe's office in Exchange place, met Sam Holland coming out of his own
office building.
"Where you bound now, Jack?" asked Sam.
"Vanderpool building," replied Jack.
"All right. I'll go with you as far as Exehange place."
They crossed over into Broad street.
An old, dilapidated-looking man was selling shoe strings
and small boxes of shoe polish on the corner.
"Hold on a moment," said Jack, pausing in front of
the man.
He bought a shoe string, handed the old fellow a dime,
and started on without waiting for the change.
"Why did you give that fellow a dime for a shoe string,
and what do you want with a shoe string, any way?" asked
Sam, in some surprise.
"That old, miserable-looking chap was a prosperous stock
broker once," replied Jack. "A financial panic years ago
cleaned him out, and he never was able to -recover his footing in the Street. Then he took to drink, and went to the
dogs. . Now he's one of the army of fakirs. Lots of the
brokers buy his shoe strings just to help him out. I feel
sorry for the old fellow, and I always buy a string when
I'm not on the dead rusb."
"I've noticed him often, but I had no idea he ever was
a broker. This is an awful come down for him."
"Ob, he isn't the only wreck of better days that you can
see in the financial district. There's another ex-broker
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selling cheap candy on Broadway, near Pine street. He
tried to corner a certain stock twenty years ago, and almost.
succeeded. He stood to win four or five millions, instead
of which he-"
"He went broke, eh?" grinned Sam.
"That's what he did. He went up Salt River so far that
he lost his way and couldn't get back to wall Street. Let
that be a warning to you,. Sam. Never try to corner a
stock."
"There isn't much danger I'll ever have £unds enough
to attempt such a thing."

"How much have you in bank now?"
"Three thousand and sixty-five dollars."
"You're pretty well off for a messenger boy."
"I ain't kicking. What's the size of your pile?"
"Sixty-nine thousand, five hundred and eight dollars."
"I'll bet you've got more IIJ.Oney than all the rest of the
messengers combined."
"Well, I haven't got a swelled head, i£ I have," laughed
Jack. "So long."
He darted off up Ex,change place, while Sa.m went his
way alone.
When Jack reached Mr. J arboe's office he inquired for
Mr. Newell.
'
"He was in here a few minutes ago," said the office boy.
"He wanted to see Mr. Jarboe, and the cashier sent him
up to a Mr. McGuire's office, at No. - Broadway, room
602. You'd better go there if you want to see him on anything important."
"I guess ·I'd better," said Jack, turning on his heel and
leaving the office.
When Jack reached No. - Broadway he boarded the
elevator.
"What floor is Mr. McGuire's office on?"
"Top, second corridor back, r<1om 602."
"Did you take up a stout, florid-looking gentleman a
few moments ago?"
"To McGuire's ? Yes."
"Did he come down again?"
"Not on this elevator."
A moment more, and Jack was let out of the cage on
the top floor.
He walked down the corridor, followed the first turn to
the right, and saw the sign of Mr. McGuire on the door
right ahead.
He walked in, and saw the same man that was writing
at the desk when Mr. Newell · entered.
Now the stout man seemed to be listening at the door
which connected with the room beyond.
Jack distinctly heard Mr. Newell's voice raised in a high
key in the inner office, but he didn't notice what he was
sayiµg.
The stout man was so much interested in what was going
on in tl,ie other room that he didn't hear the boy enter.
Jack looked at him as he stood bent down with his ear
against the keyhole.

"If that chap isn't a born rubber-neck, I never saw one,"
he breathed. "What a sublime nerve he has got!"
He walked over to him, and was about to lay his hand on
the man's shoulder when he heard the voice of his employer
say:
"You're an infernal scoundrel, William Fletcher, to .trap
me in this manner, and I'll see you shot before I make out
any chec'k to your order!"
The boy was startled beyond measure.
"Good gracious! What's going on in that room?" he
thought, uneasily.
"Those words are your death warrant, Dwight Newell!"
he heard, in,.. the unmistakable tones of Fletcher's voice,
"unless you reconsider them. You will write that check
or I will kill you as you stand there, so help me heaven!"
Jack now realized that his employer was in imminent
peril.
Of course, there was but one thing for him to do, and
that was to go to his assistance.
.
"Stand out of the way!" he cried to the crouching listener, giving him a guick shove·.
The stout man jumped as though he had been stung, lost
his balance, and pitched forward on his face, his forehead
coming in contact with the corner of the desk with such _
force that he rolled over on the floor quite stunned.
Jack, paying no further attention to him, seized the
handle of the door and tried to open it.
"It's locked!" he exclaimed, in a tone of dismay.
Then his eyes lighted on the key which was in the lock.
To turn it, open the door, and enter the room, was the
work of a moment.
A startling scene met his view.
A fl.at writing table occupied the center of the room.
Fletcher sat on the other ·side of it, with a revolver before him, his heavily-built, dark-featured companion was
seated in a chair near the wall, while Mr. Newell stood
half way between the table and the door, facing Fletcher.
The unexpected appearance of Jack created a sensation.
Fletcher, with an oath, sprang to his feet and snatched
up the revolver, while his associate started to get between
Mr. Newell aud the open door.
"Jack!" gasped his employer. "You here?"
"Yes, sir," replied the boy, briskly. "Now's your chance
to get out. The door is open!"
The broker grasped the meaning of his messenger's words
and turning around quickly started to leave the room.
"Stop!" roared Fletcher, cocking his weapon, "or by
heaven, I'll shoot you!"
Jack jumped forward and shoved the table against the
rascal with all his force.
•
·He staggered back, slipped, and fell plump on the floor.
The boy then tumed like a flash and struck the other
villain a blow between the eyes, sending him staggering
against the wall.
Then he grasped his employer by the ~rm ancl pushed
him out of the room, pulling the door to and locking it,
thus imprisoning the other two in the inner office.
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"Now you're safe, sir, though you had a narrow squeak and the boy accepted it rather reluctantly, as he said he
didn't like to be paid for doing what was clearly his duty.
Before Mr. Newell could say a word in return, Jack
The broker told all his friends how bravely and promptly
opened the door leading to the corridor, and his employer the boy had acted in his emergency, and the result was
followed him outside.
Jack made a host of friends in the Street.
The broker was almost dazed by the rapid course of
One day, not long after this affair, Jack accidentally
events since his messenger boy had appeared on the scene. overheard two well-known brokers talking about a syndi·He followed the lad into the main corridor like one in cate which had been formed to boom a stock, the name
a dream.
of which they did not mention. '
Then he seemed to realize that the danger was all over.
They were both interested in the pool to the e~tent of
"Jack!" he cried, stopping and taking the boy by the $100,000 each.
hand, "you have saved my life I"
"Who is going to do the buying for the pool?" asked
one of them.
"Lucius Treadwell and Nelson Bunner."
CHAPTER XVI.
"Pretty sharp brokers," remarked the other. "! guess
they'll carry the deal through all right."
JACK GETS ON TO ANOTHER SWELL POINTER.
"You may be sure of that. They're not actually inter"Do you thi~k Fletcher really meant to shoot you, sir?" ested themselves in the pool, but they're to have a big rakeJack asked, hardly willing to believe that the rascally broker off in addition to their regular commission if the deal goes
meant to carry out bis threat.
through all right." ·
"I am satisfied he intended to do it if I finally refused
That's all Jack heard.
to make out the check for a quarter of a million he de"I'd like to get in on this," mused the boy, as he remanded."
turned to the office. "It is a :fine chance for me to make
"A qua:tter of a million!" exclaimed the boy. "He didn't another haul. I've got plenty of capital now to take hold
want much I"
of a good-sized block of stock, and when I see a sure win'"'He's a scoundrel, and ought to be in the hands of the ner in sight I don't want to miss it. I must find out the
police!"
name of the stock, and the only ,way to do that will be to
"Well, as I turned the key on him, it ought to be an get a few days' lay-off at the office, and then go to the
easy matter to fetch a policeman up here and give him and Exchange and keep a bright watch on Treadwell and Bunhis side partner in charge," said Jack, as he signaled the ner, so that I can discover what they are buying."
elevator man.
Jack had no difficulty in getting a leave of absence for
"I'm afr~id they'll break the door down anc1 make their three clays, and during this interval he haunted the Stock
escape before we can return with an officer," replied the Exchange and kept his eyes on the movements of Brokers
broker. "However, we can make the attempt."
Treadwell and Bunner.
"Yes, sir. H we fail, you can then notify the Wall
At first, he found they were not confining their buying
Street detective bureau. They're sure to be caught later to any particular stock, and it was not until about. noon
on."
of the third day that they _began to give their attention
They ran across a policeman in the next block, gave him exclusively fo the purchase of B. Y. & F. shares.
a brief outline of the case, and accompanied him back to
As soon as he had made sure of their line of action he
the office building.
went to the bank and ordered Mr. Bates to buy him 10,000
The birds had flown, however, without the trouble even shares of B. Y. & F.
of breaking down the door, for as the stout man was also
The stock was ruling at 70, and Jack had to put up
missing, the presumption was that he had recovered his nearly all his capital to make good the margin.
senses in time to release his associates and decamp with
It was a tremendous risk for the boy to take, but he felt
them.
satisfied he was making no mistake.
Mr. Newell lost no time in telling all his broker friends
He generously tipped off his friend Sam, and that lad
what he had experienced at the hands of Broker Fletcher, immediately purchased 400 shares, at an outlay of $2,800.
nnd that disclosure settled the fate of the rascal, as far as
Sam was willing to take any risk that Jack assumed.
his standing in the Street was concerned.
"You're the luckiest chap in the street," he said to J a.ck,
· They did not succeed in :finding either him or the two "and I'd be a fool not to follow your lead."
men who had assisted in the scheme against Mr. Newell.
"Well, you can sometimes ride a lucky horse to death,"
Fletcher and his a~sociates, knowing what they had to replied his friend. "If we slip up on this, we stand to lose
expect, skipped the city, ancl that was the last Jack or his about all we've accumulated in our past successes."
employer ever heard of them.
"And if we win, what then?"
Mr. Newell insisted on presenting his messenger boy
"Why, we ought to make a mighty good sweep."
with his check for $10,000, as a Rlight token of his appre"If you're willing to risk $70,000, I guess I can afford
c1ation of Jack's valuable services in the ticklish afbir, to take the same chances with my $2,800." .
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"I guess you can."
"I don't see how you had the nerve to risk so much money
all in one deal."
"Oh, I think I have a good thing. The stock is bound
to rise as soon as the pool has gathered in as much as they
care to load up with.''.
"And when do you think you'll sell?"
"As soon as it's gone as high a.s I care to ta.ke a risk
on. I expect to make Treadwell and Bunner buy it in at
the proper time."
"But will they?"
"Sure they will, if I unload while they are supporting
the market-that's the point I'm aiming for."
"You' ve a great head, Jack. You'll be a king-pin trader
some day, as sure as my name is Sam Holland."
"You may be right."
"Bet your boots I'm right. Don't fpr~et me when vou're
ready to unload."
"I'll do it, Sam."
Three days later B. Y. & F. went up three points, and
Jack and Sam shook hands when they met on the street.
Broker Jarboe came into the office and Jack heard him
ask Mr. Newell if he had ahy of the stock. ·
"Not a share," replied Jack's employer. "Are you buying it?"
"Yes."
"For a customer?"
"No, for myself. It's gone up three points, and is mighty
hard to get. Looks as if there was a combination back;. of
it. I don't see any special reason why it should otherwise
have become so lively and so scarce. D6 you know anybody
that has a block of the stock?"
Mr. Newell shook his head, and soon afterward Mr. Jarboe left the office to make a tour among the brokers in
search of some of the stock, which was now beginning to
attract attention.
Next day B. Y. & F. was quoted at 75, and outside buyers began to flock into the Street with orders for the stock.
The result was that this rush to purchase the stock
caused such a general demand for•it that by Saturday noon,
when the Exchange closed, the shares were selling as high
as 85.
On Monday morning B. Y. & F. opened at 86 3-8, and
there was great excitement in the Exchange and on the
Street.
It mounted to 88, and then somebody dumped .several
thousand shares on the market, arid it dropped to 86.
"' Jack was out on an errand at the time, and didn't hear
of the fall back.
Sam happened to be watching the indicator at the time,
and thinking a panic was about to set in, he got frightened, rushed to the 'phone, and ordered his broker to sell
out.
·
Then he tr!ed to communicate with his friend, but could
not.
'
By the time Jack got back to the office the stock had
recovered, and was mounting toward 90.
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CHAPTER XVII.
THE LUNOH PARTY AT

DEL~ONICO'S-OONOLUSION.

The closing quotation of B. Y. & F. that day was 90 3-8,
and Jack concluded that he wouldn't take any further
ri sk of a sudden slump, but would order his stock sold first
thing in the morning, in four lots of 2,500 shares each.
"I'm going to sell right off," he said to Sam, when he
met him on the way home. "You'd better follow suit. Lots
of people think it's going to par, but I'm not going to
chance it."
"I sold at 86 to-day, and cle~U'ed $6,300," replied Sam,
who was now sorry he had been frightened into parting
with his stock, and thus doing himself out of $1,600 at the
present figure.
"Oh, you did, eh?" said Jack, in some surprise. "How
came you to do it?"
Sam explained with some reluctance, for it seemed like
a confession of the want of nerve on his part.
"Well, I don't blame you. Some broker must have unloaded a big block on the market. The syndicate, of course,
took it in, or there probably would have been a big slump.
Treadwell and Bunner can have my holdings to-morrow,
though I dare say they won't relish the idea of being obliged
to accept it."
"How do you know they'll have to take it?" asked Sam.
"There are a lot of other brokers after the stock."
"I don't know, and, to tell you the truth, I don't care
who takes it off my hands, as long as I get rid of it at my
figure."
.
"You have 10,000 shares, haven't you? .
"Yes."
"Then you should clear $200,000."
"That's the way I figure it."
"Why, you'll be worth over a quarter of a million!"
Jack grinned.
"Sounds good, doesn't it?" he said.
"Great Scott! I should say it did!"
"Well, just watch my head to-morrow and let me know
if it has grown any bigger."
"No fear of that," replied Sam. "You take good _luck
cooler than most men would."
"What's the use of getting excited over it. Why, a fellow fainted in our office to-day when he got his stateme}\t
and a check representing a profit of $22,000 on a little
deal in Rock I sland. I don't know what would have happened to him if his luck had gone the other way."
"Might have gone home and killed himself."
"Possibly. Such people ought to keep out of the market."
"That's right; but th~y won't."
B. Y. & F . opened at 90 1-4 next morning, and that was
the figure that Jack's ·shares went at, but whether the syndicate had to take it or not he never knew.
·
The market didn't break, and the stock went up to 92
during the day.
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It remained in the nineties for a day or two, and then
gradually fell to .85, where it rested, and even advanced
· three-eighths of a point.
As soon as Jack got his check, whlch called for $270,000,
he told Mr. Newell about the deal, and the broker congratu1ated him on his good i'ortune.
Mr. Newell told Broker Jarboe that afternoon that his
messenger boy had made $250,000 by lucky plunges in the
market during the past year and a half.
Jarboe thought he was joking until Mr. Newell solemnly
asured him that he had seen a check made out to Jack's
order for $270,000, which had come irom the Manhattan
National Bank that morning.
Of course, Jarboe circulated this remarkable ·news, and
it wasn't long before the whole Street had heard about the
luch.7 messenger boy, and scores of brokers dropped in at
Newell's on purpose to catch a sight of the fortunate youth.
One broker had the nerve to ask Jack to invest $100,000
in a blind pool he said he was getting up.
"Nothing doing," replied the lad, with a grin.
.
"I can guarantee that you'll double your money in two
weeks," said the foxy broker, insinuatingly.
·
"~'m much obliged to you for the offer, but I want the
money to rent a flat in Harlem."
Jack said that with a perfectly sober face, and the broker
looked at him narrowly.
"What do you mean by that?" he asked.
"Well, I hear rents are going up there, and there's no
telling what altitude they'll reach, so it's best for one to be
w epared for the worst."
The broker suspected that the boy was guying him, and
lie took his leave in a hurry.
That afternoon, about one o'clock, Mrs. Warner and Jennie made their appearance at Mr. Newell's office to keep
an engagement they had made to lunch at Delmonico's with
Jack.
This was the first time that either had ever been in Wall
Street.
Jack presented them to Mr. Newell, who expressed himself as delighted to make their' acquaintance.
The br~ker said a good many complimentary things
about his bright young messenger, and congratulated them
on having so smart a son and brother.
·
Bessie Dean, with Mr. Newell's permission, was included
in Jack's Delmonico lunch party.
He had invited her the day previous, and she came over
to the office in her "glad rags," as Jack called them.
Sam Holland, of course, was not omitted.
Jack had engaged a table in advance, and ordered the
swellest lunch the restaurant could produce, without wines.
They started for Delmonico's .at two o'clock, and their
arrival attracted considerable attention among the brokers
crowding the room, for Jack was readily recognized by half
of the men present, and Sam was also identified my many
with whom he came into daily contact.
The brokers all wondered who the two pretty girls were,
and who was the chaperon of the party.

Mr. Jarboe was just :finishing his lunch when the party
came in, and he was very much surprised to see that Jack
was the leading feature at the table.
He paused on his way out and nodded pleasantly at the
boy.
"Mr. Jarboe," said Jack, "let me introduce you to my
mother."
The broker bowed with great politeness to Mrs. Warner.
"And this is my sister, Jennie," continued the boy."
"Happy to meet you, Miss Warner," said Mr. Jarboe,
regarding her with more admiration than pleased Sam.
"Miss Dean, Mr. Jarboe. Of course you know my friend,
Sam Holland, who is employed by Davis & Co?"
Mr. Jarboe lingered a few minutes to talk with the girls,
and then left.
The lunch was a great success, and every moment of it
was enjoyed by those who took part in it.
When it was over Sam escorted Mrs. Warner >and Jennie
home in a carriage provided by Jack, while the latter saw
to it that Bessie reached her home in Brooklyn all right.
.All this occurred a few years ago.
Jack is now a prosperous young broker, worth half a
million or more, with an office in a Broad street building,
while Sam Holland is chief clerk for Davis & Co., on Wall
Street.
Mr. Newell is still in business at the old stand, but it is
confidently believed that Jack Warner will suC'Ceed to his
business when the old man decides to retire.
Jack hasn't got married yet, but it is said he is paying
devoted attention to Bessie Dean, who, although a year
older than .he, is one of the finest girls in the Borough of
Brooklyn.
At any rate, Jack is building a sumptuous home on Riverside Drive for somebody, whose name is kept' a secret for
the present from all but a select few who are very partial
to Bessie Dean.
Jack continues to beat the other brokers occasionally at
their own game, and the reputation he bears in the Street
is that he's a young man altogether too smart to be done.
THE END.
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390 The Boss Boy Bootblack of New York; or, Climbing the Ladder of
Arnold.
Fortune. By N. S. Wood (The Young American Actor).
Jack Izzard, the Yankee Middy. A Story of the War With Tri391 The Sliver Tiger; or, The Adventures of a Young American In
poll. By Capt. Thos. H. Wilson.
·
India. By Allan Arnold.
The Senator' s Boy ; or, The Early Struggles of a Great States392 General Sherman's Boy Spy; or, The March to the Sea. By Gen'!.
man. By H . K . Shackleford.
Jas. A. Gordon.
Kit . Carson on a Mysterious Trail; or, Branded a Renegade. By
393 Sam Strap, The Young Engineer; or, The Pluckiest Boy on the
An Old Scout.
Road. By Jas. C. Merritt.
The Lively E ight Social Club; or, From Cider to Rum. A True
394 Little Robert Emmet; or, The White Boys of Tipperary. By
Temperance Story. By Jno. B. Dowd.
Allyn Draper.
The Dandy of the School ; or, The Boys of Bay Clltr. By Howard
395 Kit Carson' s Kit; or, The Young Army Scout. By An Old Scout.
Austin.
Out In the Streets; A Story of High and Low Life In New 'l'.ork. 396 Beyond the Aurora; or, The Search for the Magnet Mountain.
,
By Berton Bertrew.
By N. S. Wood (The Young American Actor.)
Captain Ray; The Young Leader of the Forlorn Hope. A True 397 Seven Diamond Skulls; or, The Secret City of Slam. · By Allan
Arnold.
St ory of the Mexican War By Gen'!. Jas. A. Gordon.
"3" ; or, The Ten Treasure Houses of the Tartar King. By Rich- 398 Over the Line ; or, The Rich and Poor Boys of Riverdale Schools.
By Allyn Draper.
ard R. Montgomery.
Railroad Rob ; or, The Train Wreckers of the West. By Jas. C. 399 The Twenty Silent Wolves; or, The Wild Riders of the Mountalns. By Richard R. Montgomery.
.
Merrit,t.
A MIJllonalre at 18; or, The American Boy Croesus. By H. K. 400 A New York Working Boy; or, A Fight for a Fortune. By. Howard Austin.
Shackleford .
The Seven White Bears ; or, The Band of Fate. A Story of Rus- 401 Jack the Juggler; or, A Boy's Search for His Sister. By H. K.
Shackleford.
sla. By Richard R. Montgomery.
Shamus O'Brien; or, The Bold Boy of Gllngall. By Allyn Draper. 402 Little Paul Jones; or, The Scourge of the British Coast. By
Thos. H. Wilson.
Capt.
An
By
The Skeleton Scout ; or, The Dread Rider of the Plains.
403 Mazeppa No. 2, the Boy Fire Company of Carlton; or, Plucky
Old Scout .
Work on Ladder and Line. By Ex-l!'lre Chief Warden.
" Merry Matt"; or, The Wlll-o'-the-Wlsp of Wine. A True Tem404 The Blue Mask or, Fighting Against the Czar. By Allan Arnold.
perance Sto ry. By H . K. Shackleford.
The Boy Wit h the Steel Mask; or, A Face That Was Never Seen. 405 Dick, the Apprentice Boy; or, Bound to .be an Engineer. (A
Story of Railroad Life.) By Jas. C. Merritt.
By AIJ a n Arnold.
Clear-the-Track Tom ; or, The Youngest Engineer on the Road. 406 Kit Carson, Jr., In the Wild Southwest; or, The Search for a
Lost Claim. By An Old Scout.
By Jas. C. Merritt.
Gallant Jack Barry, The Young Father of the American Navy. 407 The Rivals of Round Top Academy; or, Missing from lilchool.
By Allyn Draper.
408 Jack Mason's MiJJlon; or, A Boy Broker's Luck In Wall Street.
By Capt. Thos. H . Wilson.
By H. K. Shackleford.
Laughing Luke, The Yankee Spy of the Revolution. By Gen'! Jas.
409 The Lost City of the Andes; or, The Treasure of the Volcano.
A. Gordon.
From Gut t er to Governor; or, The Luck of a Waif. By H. K. (A Story of Adventures In a Strange Land.) By Richard R. Mont·
gomery.
·
Shackleford.
Davy Crockett, Jr. ; or, "Be Sure You're Right, Then Go Ahead." 410 The Rapidan Rangers; or, General Washington's Boy Guard. (A
Story of the American Revolution.) By Gen'!. James A. GorBy An Old Scout.
don.
The Young Diamond Hunters ; or, Two Runaway Boys In Treasure
Land . A Story of the South African Mines. By Allan Arnold. 411 "Old Put" ; or, The Fire Boys of Brandon. By Ex-Fire Chief Warden.
The Phantom Brig; or, The Chase of the Flying CIJpper. By
412 Dead Game; or, Davy Crockett's Double. By An Old Scout.
Capt. Thos. H. Wilson.
413 Barnum's Young Sandow; or, The Strongest Boy in the World.
Special Bob; or, The Pride of the Road. By Jas. C. Merritt.
By Berton Berti;,ew.
T hree Chums; or, The Bosses of the School. By AIJyn Draper.
The Drummer Boy's Secret; or, Oath-Bound on the Battlefield. 414 Halsey & Co.; or, The Young Bankers and Speculators. By H. K.
Shackleford.
By Gen' l. Jas. A. Gordon.
Jack Bradford; or, The Struggles of a Working Boy. By Howard 415 Alow and Aloft; or, The Dashing Boy Harpooner. By Capt.
Thos. H. Wilson.
Austin.
The Unknown Renegade ; or, The Three Great Scouts. By An 416 The Meteor Express; or, The Perilous Run of a Boy Engineer. B7
Jas. C. Merritt.
Old Scout.
80 Degrees North; or, Two Years On The Arctic Circle. By Ber- 417 Buttons; or, Cllmblng to the Top. (A liltory of a Bootblack's
•
Luck and Pluck.) By Allyn Draper.
ton Bertrew.
Running Rob; or:., Mad Anthony's RoJllcking Scout. A •.rate or 418 The Iron Grays ; or, Tbe Boy Riders of the Rapidan. By Gen'l.
·
Jas. A. Gordon.
The American .u;evolutlon. By Gen. Jas. A. Gordon.
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MESMERI SM.
N<?. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.-Em ·
No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE .-Containing the most ap- bracml!' all of the latest and most deceptive
card trickl, with ilproved methods Qf. mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of luotrations. By A. Anderson.
diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo .., No. . 7.7. HOW .TO DO Fc;>RTY TRICKS
WITH CA.RDS.Hugo Koch, A. C, S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc.
uontami~~ deceptive Card Tricks as perfol'11led by leading conjurors
PALMISTR Y•
and mag1c1ans. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated.
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY .-Containing the most apMAGIC.
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.-Th e great book of magic and
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, card tricks, containing
full instruction on all the leading card tricks
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By of the d~y, also ~~e most popular magical illusions
as performed by
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated.
our: lea~mg mag1c1ans ; every boy should obtain a. copy of this book,
HYPNOTIS M.
as it will both amuse and instruct.
No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE .-Containing valuable and inNo._ 22· HO~ TO DO SECOND SIGHT.-Hell er's second sight
etructive information regarding the ecience of hypnotism. Also explamed b)'. his former
Fred Hunt, J'r. Explaining how
explaining the m<l'St approved methods which are employed by the the secret dialogues wereassistl!-nt,
carried on between the magician and the
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only
authentic explanation of second sight.
SPORTING .
No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.- Containing the
No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.-The most complete gran!1est assor~ent ~f magical illusions ever
placed befo1·e the
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- pubhc. Also tricks with cards. incantations,
etc.
etruction11 about gu.ns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
No. 68. HO~ TO DO ,CHEJ\HCAL TRICKS.-Co ntaining over
together with descriptions of game and fish.
one hundred highly amusmg and instructive tricks with chemicals.
No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.-Fully By A. Anderson. Handsomely·
illustrated.
illustrated. Every boy should know bow to row and sail a boat.
No..69. HOW
DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.-Cont aining over
Ji'ull instructions are given in this little book, together with in- ~fty of the latestTO
and be~t tricks used by magicians. Also oontainatructions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.
mg _the ,;iecret of second sight.
illustrated. By A. Anderson.
No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.- . No.. tO. HOW '.1'0 M~KE Fully
MAGIC TOYS.-Conta ining full
!A. complete treatise on the horse. Describing the m<l'St useful horses directions for makmg. Magic 'l'oys
and
devices of many kinds. By
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for A. Anderson. Fully 11lust»ated.
disease. peculiar to the horse.
No. 73.. HOW. TO J?O TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.- Showing
No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.-A bandy many curious tricks with figures and the magic
of number& By A.
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes Anderson. Fully illustrated.
'
ll!ld the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
.No.
7.5.
HO\Y
TO
~ECOME
A
CONJUROR.
- Containing
By O. Stansfield Hicks.
tri.cks "".1t~ Domm?s, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing
thirty-six 1llustrat1ons. By A. Anderson,
1
FORTUNE TELLING.
No. 78. ~QW 'l'O DO THE .BLACK A~T.-Containing a comNo. l. NAPOLEON' S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.- plete descr1pt10n of the mysteries
of
Magic
and
Sleight of. Hand
Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- together with many wonderful experiments.
By A. Anderson'.
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, Illustrated.
and curious games of cards. A complete book.
MECHANI CAL
No. 23. HOW 'l'O EXPLAIN DREAMS.-Ev erybody dreams,
•
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little
book
No. 29. HOW '.J'O ~ECOM.E. AN INVENTOR. -Every boy
cives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky shoul~ ~now how mv~nt10ns or1gmated. This
book explains them
end unlucky days, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the book of fate.
all, givn~g example~ m electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES. -Everyone is desirous of pneumat_ics, mechamcs,
etc. The most instructive book published.
knowing what bis future life will bring forth, whether happiness or . No. 5~. HOW TO BEOOM~ AN ENGINEER.
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little mstructions how to proceed m order to become -Containing full
a locomotive enbook. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell gineer; also directions for building a model
locomotive· together
the fortune of your friends.
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.
No. 76. HOW TO '£ELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.No. 57. HOW TO
MUSICAL INSTRUMEN TS.-Full
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, directions bow to makeMAKE
a Banjo, Violin, Zither, .2Eolian Harp Xylo-or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events phone and other musical
together with a brief deby aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. scription of nearly every instruments;
musical instrument used in ancient or
modern times. Profusely illustrated.
By Algernon S. Fitzgerald
ATHLETIC .
for twenty years bandmaster of the Rt>yal Bengal Marines.
'
No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.-G iving full inNo. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.-C ontaining
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, a description of the limtern,
together
its history and invention.
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, Also full directions for Its use and forwith
painting slides. Handsomely
healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can illustrated. By John Allen.
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
No. 71. HOW T.O DO MECHANIOA L TRICKS.-Co ntalning
In this little book.
complete instructions for performing
No. 10. HOW TO BOX.-The art of self-defense made easy. By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. over sixty Mechanical Tricks.
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the diiferLETTER WRITING.
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain
one of
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETT ERS.-A most comwithout an instructor.
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters,
No. 25. HOW TO BECOl\IEl A GYMNAST.- Containing full and when to use them, giving specimen
letters for young and old.
Instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.-Gi ving
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. complete instructions
for
writing
letters
to ladies on all subjects;
A handy· and useful book.
also letters of introd~tion, notes and requests.
No. 34. HOW 'l'O FENCEJ.-Con taining full instruction for
No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LE'J"l'ElRS TO GENTLEME N.fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. Containing full directions
for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best also giving sample letters for
instruction.
positions in fencing. A complete book.
No. 53. HOW TO WRITE f,ETTERS.- A wonderful little
book, telling you bow to write to your sweetheart, your father,
TRICKS WITH CARDS.
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and anyNo. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.-Con taining hody you wish to write to. Every
young man and every young
explanations of t'he general principles of sleight-of-haµd applicable lady in the land should have
this book.
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY .-Conaleight-of-hand ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand , or the use of taining full instructions
for writing letters on almost any subject•
1P4!Cially prepared cards. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated. i"also rules for punctuation
a~ composition, with specimen letters'.

I
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THE STAGE.

No. 41. TH~ BOYS OF NJ!JW YORK END MEN'S JOKE
BOOK.-Conta1ning a great variety of the latest jokes uaed by the
m<?st famous en~ men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderful httle book.
No .. 4~. THE ~OYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.Conta1!1mg a varied asso,rt~ent of o;tump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end mens Jokes. Just the thing for home amusement and amateur shows.
,
No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOK}j) BQOK.;--Something new and very instructive. Every
boy. s~ould ob.tam this ~ook, as it contains full instructions for orgamzmg an amatenr mmstrel troupe.
• . No. 65. M ULDOO~'S JOKE~.-;--Th!s is one of the most original
Joke ~ooks ever puhhshe~, and 1t l.j;l brimful of wit and humor. It
contams a large collect1on of songs, jokes, conundrums etc. of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit1 humorist, and practical' joke~ of
the ~ay. Every boy _who can enJOY a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy 1mmed1ately.
No .. 79. HQW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.-Containing complete mstruct10ns how to make up for various characters on the
s,tage_; tog~ther with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scemc Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.
N~>. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.-Containing the latest Jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular Ger~~n· comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
colored cover coutammg a half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.

N<!. 16. H9W TO KEEP 1\ WIND.OW GARDEN.-Containing
full mstruct1ons for constructmg a wmdow garden either in town
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
~owers at home. '.rhe most complete book of the kind ever published.
No. 30. HOW '1'0 COOK.-One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
cooks.
1
No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.-It contains information ·for
everybody, boys, girls, men. and women; it will teach you how to
make almost anything around the house, such as pat"lor ornaments
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching bird&.'

ELECTRICAL.

No. 31. H<_:>W T9 _BECOME A SPEAKER.-Containing foUI"'
teen illustrat1ons, g1vmg the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
a!l the popular !luthors of prose and poetry, arranged in the mott
simple and conc1s~ manner possible.
No. 49. ,HOW TO DEBATE. -Giving rules for conducting debates, outlines for debate11, questions for discussion and the bed
sources for procuring information on the questions given.

SOCIETY.

No. 3. HOW TO FLIR'l'.-The arts and wiles of flirtation -are
fully expl~ined by this little book. Besides the various methods of
ha.r.<lkerch1ef,_ fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con·
~ams a _full hst of the language and sentiment of flowers, which 11
m_terestmg to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happ7
without one.
. "!'f o. 4. H_OW .'1'0 DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
htt1e book Just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instructions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and 11t partiea,
how to dress, and full directions for calling .off in all popular square
dances.
No. ~· HOW TO MAKE LOVE.-A complete guide to love
courtship und ma;riage, giving_ sensible !ldvice, .ru.!es and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and tnterestmg things not gen·
trally known.
.
No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.-Containing full instruction in the
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad giving the
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up
No. 18. HOW •.ro BECOME BEAUTIFUL.-One o.f the
brightest an~ most valuable little books ever given to the world.
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. '.rhe secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this bool:
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.-Handsomely illustrated and
containing full instructions for the management and training of the
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, E:tc.
No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RAB.BITS.-A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illustrated. By Ira Drofraw.
No. 40. lIOW TO l\IAKE AND SET TRAPS.-Including hintl
on how to catd1 moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington(
Keene.
No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.-A
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mountin1
and preserving birds, animals and insects.
·
No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.-Giving com·
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving fuli
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ever
published.
•

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.-A description of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism·
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries'
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty ii~
lustrations.
No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.-Conta!ning full Jire.ctions for making electrical machines, induction
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.
No. 67. HOW '1'0 DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.-Containing a
MISCELLANEOUS.
large collection of instructive and higblv amusing electrical tricks
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST._..A useful and in·
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.
' structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex·
periments in a coustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di·
ENTERTAINMENT.
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thl1
No. 9. · HOW TO BECOME A V.EJNTRILOQUIST.-By Harry book cannot be equaled.
Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
No. 14. HOW TO l\IAKE CANDY.-A complete hand-book for
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- making all kinds of candy, ice-creall!i.. syrup~essenceg, etcu etc.
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
No. iH. ·llOW •.ro BECOME A lY AU'l.'ttOR.-Containing full
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
greatest book twer publis11ed. and there's millions (of fun) in it.
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing
No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.-A valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general comvery valuable little book just published. A complete compendium position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable ·Hiland.
.
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the - No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.-A wonmoney than any book published.
derful book. containing useful and practical information in the
No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.-A complete and useful little treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to everJ
book, containing the rules and r~gulations of billiards, bagatelle, family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com·
backgammon, croquet. dominoes, etc.
plaints.
No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.-Containing all
No. 55. HO.W TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.-Con·
the leading conunclrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arrangins
and witty sayings.
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.
·
No. 52. HOW 1'0 PLAY C! i\RDS.-A complete and handy little
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-By Old King Bradf,
book, giving the rules and f\. 'irections for playing Euchre, Crib- the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable
bage. Casino, Fort:v·Five,
ce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventure•
Au ction Pitch. All Fours, and mli.ny other popular games of cards. and experiences of well-known detectives.
No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.-Containing over three hunNo. 60. aow TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER-Contain·
dred interesting puzzles and con undrums , with key to same. A ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it;
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W.
ETIQUETTE.
Abney.
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.-It
No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know CADET.-Containing full expianations how to gain admittance,
all about. There's happiness in it.
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post
No. 33. HOW TO BERA VE.-Containing the rules and etiquette Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- know to be a Cadet. Ccmpiled and written by Lu Senarens, author
pearing to good advantage at parties. balls, the theatre, church, and of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."
in the drawing-room.
No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.-Complete in·
strnctions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
DECLAMATION.
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy
-Containing the most popular seledions in use, comprising Dutch should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Com·
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to Become •
with wany standard readings.
West Point Military Cadet."
'

n.._

PRICE 10 CENTS· EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY. Publisher" 24 Union Square, New York.

WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY
A COMPLETE STORY EVERY 'WEEK

Price 5 Cents

BY THE BEST, AUTHORS

Price 5 Cents

.... HANDSOME ILLUSTRATED COVERS . . . .
.... 32-PAOES OF READING MATTER ~
.... ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY ....

Interesting Stories of Adventure in All Parts of the World

..... TAKE NOTICE! .....
This handsome weekly contains intensely interesting stories 0£ adventure on a great variety of
subjects. Each number is replete with rousing situations and lively incidents. The· heroes are
bright, manly fellows, who overcome all obstacles by sheer force of brains and grit and win wellmerited success. We have secured a staff of new authors, who write these stories in a manner
which will be a source 0£ pleasure and profit to the reader. Each number has a handsome (Olored illustration made by the most expert artists. Large sums of money are being spent to make
this one 0£ the best weeklies ever published.
--

No.
"
''

"
"
"
"

"

..... Here is a List of Some of the Titles.....
I Sm~hing the Auto Record; or, Bart Wilson at the Speed Lever. BY EDWARD N. Fox Issued Apr.
2 Oft' the Ticker; or, Fate at a Moment's Notice. BY TOM DAWSON • • • • • • "
" .
3 From Cadet to _Captain; or, Dick Dan£orth's West Point Nerve. BY LIEUT. J. J ..BARRY " May
4 The Get-There Boys; or, Making Things Hum in Honduras. BY FRED WARBU.RTON
"
"
5 Written in Cipher; or, The Skein Jack Barry Unravelled. BY PROF. OLIVER OWENS "
"
6 The No-Good Boys; or Downing a Tough Name. BY A. HowARD DE WITT • • • • "
"
1 Kicked ~ft' the Earth; or, Ted Trim's Hard Luck Cure. BY RoB Roy • · • • • •
" June
8 Doing It Quick; or, Ike Brown's Hustle at Panama. BY CAPTAIN HAWTHORN, U.S. N.
"
"

20th
27th
4th
11th
18th
25th
1st
8th

For ·sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

~RANK

TOUSEY, Publisher,

24 Union Squa.re, :New York.

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
of our libraries, and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained fr<wi this office direct. Cut out and fill
1
ii}, the following Orde!l Blank and send it to us with the· price of the books you want and
we will send them to you by return mail.
POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN '.rHE SAME AS .MONEY•
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] ·RANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.
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DEAR Srn- Enclosed find. . . . . . cents for whieh please send me: ·
•.•. copies of FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos •........... ; ................... ,.............. .
"
" WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos ........••................... .••••••••••••••••• • .••••.• ·=
"
" WORK AND WIN, Nos ...........•..••....•...... ..........•.•.•••• , .·· ~ •.•••••••••••••••
"
" FRANK MANLEY'S WEEKLY, Nos .••••••••.••••.•....••••••• •••••••••••••••••••••••••
"
" WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos ..••.••.••......•••........ •• ·•••••••••••••••••••••••••• •••••
"
" PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos ........................... ........................... ........-. •.
"
" SECRET SERVICE, Nos........................... ........... ,, •••••••••••••••••••••••••• •
"
" THE LIBERTY BOYS OF ''i6, Nos ........................... ........................... ...
"
" THE YOUNG ATHLETE'S WEEKLY, Nos ..••••••••••••...•.•••••. •....••..•. ,............. .
"
" Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos .........•.••••••••••• ~ •••••.. ,...................... ·••••••••.••-.-.
Name.: .......•.•...•.......... Street and No .•.•.•.••........... Town ..•••••... State .•••• ., •.••••• ,.,•.•.,.•.•
..
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Fame and.~or e WeekJ
•

•

STORIES OF BOYS WHO MAKE MONEY
By A

SELF-MAD E. MAN

32 Pages of Reading Matter

Handsome Colored Covers

•

A NEW ONE ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY

'PRICE 5 CENTS A COPY

This Weekly contains interesting stories of smart boys, who win fame and fortune by their ability to take advantage of
passing opportuniti€s. Some of these stories are founded on true incidents in the lives of our most successful self-made
men, and show how a boy of pluck, perseverance and brains can become famous and wealthy. Every one of this series
I
contains a good moral tone which makes "Fame and Fortune Weekly" a magazine for the home, although each numt.:!r
is replete with exciting adventures. The stories are the very best obtainable, the illustrations are by expert artists. · and
every effort is constantly being made to make it the best weekly on the news stands. Tell your friends about it. •
ALREADY PUBLISHED.

1 A Lucky Deal; or, The Cutest Boy in Wall Street.
2 Born to Good Luck; or, The Boy Who Succeeded.
3 A Corner in Corn; or, How a, Chicago Boy Did tne Trick
4 A Game of Chance: or, The Boy Who Won Out. .
5 Hard to Beat; or, The Cleverest Boy in Wall Street.
6 Building a Railroad; or, The Young Contractors of Lakeview.
7 Winning His Way; or, The Youngest Editor in Green
River.
·
8 The Wheel of Fortune; or, The Record of a Self-Made
Boy.
9 Nip and Tuck; or, The Young Brokers of Wall Stree.t.
10 A Copper Harvest; or, The Boys WhoWorked a Deserted
Mine.
11 A Lucky Penny; or, The Fortunes of a Boston Boy.
lZ A Diamond in the Rough; or, A Bra,ve Boys start in LHe.
13 Baiting the Bears; or. The Nerviest Boy in Wall Street.
14 A Gold Brick; or, The Boy Who Could Not be Downed.
15 A Streak of Luck; or, The Boy Who Feathered His Nest
16 A Good Thing; or, The Boy Who Made a Fortune.
17 King of the ·Market; or, The Youngest Trader in Wall
Street.
18 Pure Grit; or, 'one Boy in a Thousand.
19 A Rise in, Life; or, The Qareer of a Factory Boy.
20 A Barrel of Money; or, A Bright Boy in Wall Street.

21 All to the Good; or, From Call Boy to Manager.
22 How He Got There; or, The Pluckiest Boy of Them All.
23 Bound to Win; or, The Boy Who Got Rich.
24 Pushing It Through; or, The Fate of a Lucky Boy.
25 A Born Speculator; or, the Young Sphinx of Wall Street.
26 The Way to Success; or, The Boy Who Got There.
27 Struck Oil; or, The Boy Who Made a Million.
28 A Golden Risk; o.:, The Young Miners of Della Cruz.
29 A Sure Winner; or, The Boy Who Went Out With a Circus.
30 Golden Fleece; or, The Boy Brokers of Wall Street.
31 A Mad Cap Scheme; or, The Boy Treasure Hunters of Cocos Island.
\
32 Adrift on the World; or, Working His Way to i<ortune.
33 Playing to Win; or, The Foxiest Boy in Wall $3treet.
34 Tatters; or, A Boy from the Slums.
35 A Young Monte Cristo; or, The Richest Boy in the World.
36 Won by Pluck; or, The Boys Who Ran a Railroad.
37 Beating the Brokers; or, The Boy Who "Couldn't be Done.'
38 A Rolling Stone; or, The Brightest Boy on Record.
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of our Libraries and cannot procure them from n ewsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to you by return mail.
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